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LUCIA,   HUGH,   AND  ANOTHEE 


'  No  more  be  grieved  at  that  which  thou  hast  done  : 
Roses  have  thorns  and  silver  fountains  mud  ; 
Clouds  and  eclipses  stain  both  moon  and  sun, 
And  loathsome  canker  lives  in  sweetest  bud. 
All  men  make  faidts,  and  even  I  in  this 
Authorising  thy  trespass  mth  compare, 
Myself  corrupting,  salving  thy  amiss. 
Excusing  thy  sins  more  than  thy  sins  are." 

—Shakespeare  :  Sonmts. 
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LUCIA,  HUGH,  AND  ANOTHEE. 


CHAPTEE    XXXII. 

A  TEDIOUS  convalescence  not  only  tries  a  man's 
temper,  but  presents  a  wide  and  almost  de- 
fenceless position  to  the  attacks  of  his  spiritual 
enemies. 

During  the  long  oppressive  summer  hours, 
when  Everard  Deane  lay  nailed  by  weakness  to 
his  sofa,  his  mind  and  imagination  were  untir- 
ingly at  work. 

He  passed  his  life  in  review — as  we  are  all 
apt  to  do  in  the  crises  of  our  experience — but 
for  the  most  part  with  but  meagre  results. 

The   survey  cost  him  such  agonies   of  pas- 
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sionate  shame  and  remorse  as  are  alone  tasted 
by  those  capable  at  once  of  a  keen  perception 
of  the  heights  and  possibilities  of  virtue  and  of 
a  practical  denial  of  its  claims. 

Then  he  took  up  and  handled  again  the  vexed 
questions  of  religious  belief,  to  reach  the  same 
result  as  before, — an  intellectual  suspense  of 
judgment  contending  against  an  aching  sense  of 
spiritual  need,  for  which  there  seemed  no  relief 
but  painful  submission. 

At  times  the  idea  would  come  to  him  to  try 
another  solution  of  the  problem,  and  work  from 
the  outer  obedience  to  the  inner  acceptance, — to 
give  up  all  the  delights  and  indulgences  of  sense, 
and  devote  his  fortune  to  good  works  and  the 
shattered  remnant  of  his  life  to  unstinted  service 
in  the  interests  of  humanity,  under  very  hard 
conditions. 

In  a  word,  to  fulfil  the  will  of  God,  in  the 
hope  that,  in  this  way,  God  would  make  Him- 
self known  to  him ;  to  reduce  to  daily  practice 
the  strictest  requirements  of  the  Christian  creed 
— not  as  emasculated  and  degraded  by  modern 
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adaptation,  but  as  he  found  it  set  forth  in  the 
life  of  its  Founder  —  and  to  desire  no  reward 
other  than  the  rest  of  conviction,  and  the  tam- 
ing of  heart  and  will  to  the  rule  of  an  absolute 
self-renunciation. 

AYe  have  said  before,  he  would  have  been 
capable  of  such  an  experiment,  and  had  even 
partially  tried  it.  There  were  elements  in  his 
character  equal  to  profound  reaches  of  self-sacri- 
fice ;  and  his  imagination,  with  its  fine  faculty 
of  strength  and  resistance,  would  have  helped 
him  to  endure  the  life  of  saint  or  spiritual  hero. 

But  all  this  might  be  said  to  be  a  sick  man's 
dream  :  he  was  tied  and  bound  by  natural  and 
social  restraints.  With  an  aged  father,  who 
doted  upon  him,  he  could  turn  neither  monk  nor 
missionary — and,  under  any  circumstances,  not 
in  his  present  state  of  health.  He  had  also  bur- 
dened himself  with  other  claims  :  he  was  the 
guardian  of  Beatrix  Frascati's  life  and  interests  ; 
and  he  was  so  mixed  up  with  those  of  Lucia 
Marriott,  that  he  could  never  abandon  her  to 
chance  circumstance. 
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And  then  dropping  with  a  groan  into  the 
accustomed  current  of  feeling,  he  would  give 
himself  up  to  dwelling  upon  the  idea  of  her. 

He  recalled  every  incident  of  their  inter- 
course, every  trivial  but  characteristic  indica- 
tion of  her  nature,  weighing  with  nicest  accuracy 
their  bearing  upon  her  regard  for  himself  and 
for  her  other  lover,  and  coming  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  he  had  broken  his  happiness  on  the 
bleak  rock  of  self-sacrifice,  and  that  possibly  he 
had  broken  hers  too. 

But  be  that  as  it  might,  his  feeling  for  her 
now — the  craving  for  her  presence,  for  the  sound 
of  her  voice  and  the  touch  of  her  hand — was 
growing  beyond  the  bounds  wherein  he  had 
hitherto  restrained  it.  He  felt  certain  that 
if  he  had  not  been  disabled  by  sickness,  he 
should  have  haunted,  or  rather  entered  her 
house,  thrown  aw^ay  his  pledges  and  reserves, 
and  extorted  from  her  some  response  to  the 
passion  which  was  consuming  his  strength  and 
manhood.  Had  he  not  seen  that  in  her  pit- 
eous eyes,  when  they  had  last  met  his,  which 
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meant  not  compassion  only,  or  tender  sympathy 
of  grateful  friendship,  but  love — although  she 
mitrht  not  know  it  ? 

And  he  had  received  another  impression  ;  she 
was  unhappy.  Her  husband's  love  was  grow- 
ing cold — he  was  exacting,  selfish,  and  hard  to 
please ;  and  she  was  bruising  her  heart  against 
rough  places,  and  doubtless  tormentiDg  her 
conscience  for  an  involuntary  disloyalty.  It 
was  just  possible  that  lovely  sensitive  nature 
was  yearning  towards  himself  with  a  disallowed 
but  exhausting  desire.  In  that  case  no  con- 
sideration, human  or  divine,  should  prevent  him 
from  ofierinor  her  all  the  satisfaction  that  mio^ht 
be  derived  from  the  heights  and  depths  of  his 
own  love  for  her. 

This  state  of  mind  was  not  calculated  to  help 
his  recovery  :  the  fever  and  restlessness  which 
refused  to  yield  to  medical  treatment,  and  made 
returning  strength  impossible,  baffled  his  doctor 
and  distressed  his  father. 

"  I  am  disposed  to  ask  you,  Everard,"  said 
the  latter  to  him  one  day,  "  why  you  don't  get 
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well  ?  Hallam  talks  as  if  it  were  your  own 
fault.  Can  this  be  possible  ?  Have  you  not 
been  ill  long  enough  1 " 

"  Too  long,  as  my  friends  must  feel  even 
more  than  myself." 

Mr  Deane  came  up  to  the  couch  where  he 
was  lying,  and  looked  at  him  with  an  expression 
of  severity  rarely  seen  in  his  face,  when  it  was 
turned  towards  his  son. 

''  Your  life  is  very  precious  to  a  good  many 
of  us,"  he  continued  ;  "  and  you  owe  it  as  a 
debt  to  me,  at  least,  that  the  anxiety  you  have 
caused  us  lately  should  not  be  thrown  away. 
Why  cannot  you  rest,  and  sleep,  and  revive  ? " 

There  was  more  pathos  in  his  sternness  than 
in  his  tenderness.  The  eyes  of  father  and  son 
met,  the  blue  serene  gaze  of  the  elder  man  con- 
trasting painfully  with  the  v^^eary  intensity  of 
the  younger. 

"  You  have  a  secret,  Everard,  but  I  guess  it. 
Why  did  not  you  take  her  when  you  could  have 
had  her ;  or,  if  you  chose  to  give  her  up,  have 
you   not   courage   enough  to   bear   the   conse- 
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quences  ?  If  you  acknowledge  no  obligation 
of  duty  in  this  matter,  at  least  consider  what 
is  due  to  your  own  manhood  and  to  me." 

"I  will  try,"  was  the  answer;  "your  claim 
cannot  be  withstood.  I  will  have  Beatrix  more 
with  me — get  out  more  in  the  open  air,  when- 
ever the  sun  shines,  and  shut  the  door  against 
thought." 

He  did  make  a  resolute  effort  in  this  direction, 
and  good  results  followed.  The  season  admitted 
of  lying  or  sitting  out  of  doors  with  rather  less 
than  the  average  danger  of  catching  cold,  and 
his  father  induced  him  to  take  daily  drives, 
offering  himself  as  companion,  which  called 
Everard  out  of  himself,  through  the  necessity 
of  allaying  Mr  Deane's  affectionate  anxieties  on 
his  behalf.  But,  above  all,  he  suffered  Beatrix 
to  play  the  part  of  the  minstrel  David  before 
Saul.  Her  musical  talent  had  been  well  culti- 
vated, and  she  sang  church  music  divinely ;  she 
never  wearied  of  singing  to  Everard,  accompany- 
ing herself  on  the  exquisite  little  piano  which 
occupied  a  corner  of  his  apartment.     If  she  sue- 
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ceeded  in  singing  him  to  sleep,  slie  thought  it 
the  triumph  of  her  art. 

Perhaps  it  was  a  greater  triumph  that,  after 
a  time,  she  roused  him  to  participation ;  he  was 
able  to  leave  his  sofa,  to  sit  by  her  side,  to 
criticise  and  direct :  then  he  beo-an  to  oive  her 
lessons  in  secular  music,  to  lend  his  voice  to 
hers,  and  to  enlarge  indefinitely  the  horizon  of 
her  ideas. 

He  found  her,  when  she  had  emerged  from 
her  envelopment  of  nervousness,  impressionable 
in  the  highest  degree.  The  power  and  pathos 
of  his  own  voice  conquered  her  entirely,  and 
drew  out,  as  it  were,  her  soul  to  his  feet ;  while 
his  vivid  and  instructive  talk  quickened  an 
intelligence  which  had  been  repressed  but  not 
weakened.  He  made  her  read  English  with 
him,  and  took  Shakespeare  as  their  text-book, 
scarcely  knowing  that  the  action  of  his  mind 
upon  hers  and  the  keen  lights  of  his  intellect 
were  almost  too  swift  and  incisive  for  her  long- 
shrouded  faculties.  Then  he  encouraged  her  to 
talk   to   him   of  her  past   life,    by  telling   her 
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something  of  his  own,  and  gave  her  gradually 
to  understand  that  she  was  to  occupy  a  position 
of  distinction  for  which  it  would  be  necessary 
to  qualify  herself. 

At  present  his  teaching  might  do  as  a  supple- 
mentary aid  to  Mrs  Dunbar's,  but  after  a  time 
she  must  have  masters,  and  be  made  an  accom- 
plished English  lady.  As  Beatrix  Frascati  sat 
at  his  feet,  both  literally  and  figuratively,  and 
drank  in  every  word  that  fell  from  his  lips  with 
the  ardour  and  humility  of  true  discipleship,  she 
secretly  hoped  that  the  necessary  training  might 
be  long  delayed. 

By  this  time  her  birth  and  claims  were 
beginning  to  be  pretty  generally  known  in  the 
neighbourhood.  Mrs  Dunbar  was  of  a  com- 
municative and  confiding  turn  of  mind,  and 
thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  family  history; 
also,  as  no  pledge  of  secrecy  was  required  from 
her  by  the  Deanes,  she  felt  herself  at  full  liberty 
to  gratify  the  curiosity  and  enlighten  the  con- 
jectures of  her  friends.  The  upshot  was  that 
poor  Hugh    Marriott's  threatened  hold  of  the 
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Hawthorndene  estates  was  the  leadino^  interest 
of  the  hour. 

Now  that  Everard  Deane  had  recovered  a 
fair  measure  of  his  usual  health,  it  became 
necessary  to  take  proceedings  in  the  matter. 
Mr  Deane  had  proposed  to  relieve  his  son  of 
personal  interference  in  so  painful  and  delicate 
a  business,  and  to  present  himself  to  the  world 
as  the  guardian  of  Beatrix  Frascati,  and  the 
defender  of  her  rights. 

The  legal  notice  for  which  Hugh  had  waited 
so  long  in  vain  was  duly  received,  and  he  found 
himself  summarily  called  upon  to  surrender 
absolutely  the  inclusive  bequests  he  had  re- 
ceived under  Lady  Portisham's  will,  as  well  as 
to  refund  all  moneys  due  to  the  estate.  It  is 
true,  he  was  at  the  same  time  informed  that 
these  legal  claims  would  not  be  enforced  in 
their  integrity ;  but  in  his  state  of  mind  such 
an  intimation  seemed  only  adding  insult  to 
injury. 

Perhaps  it  would  have  been  expecting  too 
much  of  average  human  nature  for  him  to  feel 
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otherwise  than  that  he  was  greatly  wronged. 
Therefore  he  needed  a  scapegoat,  and  he  found 
one  in  Everard.  That  he  had  been  in  some 
way,  more  or  less,  misled,  defrauded,  victimised 
by  Deane,  under  the  pretence  of  generosity,  was 
certainly  not  a  logical  deduction  from  circum- 
stances, but  the  conviction  of  his  embittered 
prejudice. 

Another  outlet  for  his  irritation  was  his  wife  ; 
he  had  felt  deeply  how  this  change  of  circum- 
stance and  position  would  affect  her,  and  was 
far  more  angry  than  relieved  to  find  with  what 
comparative  composure  she  received  the  blow. 

"  I  never  felt  as  if  we  had  a  right  to  it,"  she 
said  ;  and  then  she  added,  ''  of  course  we  shall 
give  up  possession  at  once,  and  leave  this  neigh- 
bourhood ? " 

*'We  shall  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  he  said 
harshly.  "  I  shall  contest  the  matter  at  all 
points  in  a  court  of  law,  and  at  least  recover 
heavy  damages  for  the  fraud  put  upon  me." 

He  knew  this  was  an  idle  threat,  and  that 
such  a  contest  would  be  as  untenable  as  dishon- 
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ourable,  but  he  was  really  disposed  to  push 
matters  to  this  extremity. 

"  I  do  not  think,"  said  Lucia,  "  that  as  a  man 
of  honour  you  can  do  this.  Our  duty  seems 
quite  simple  :  we  must  give  up  without  hesita- 
tion what  we  have  no  power  to  keep,  and  accept 
the  concessions  offered,  feeling  such  are  certainly 
what  we  have  a  right  to  expect." 

"  I  will  accept  no  concessions.  Whatever 
extortion  can  be  legalised  shall  be  paid,  but  that 
is  precisely  the  thing  I  mean  to  put  to  the  test." 

"  And  then  ?  "  asked  Lucia. 

"Ay,  then!"  he  answered  bitterly.  "Life 
is  soon  stripped  of  its  illusions.  I  shall  begin 
the  world  bankrupt  on  all  sides." 

"  Not  poorer,"  she  said  eagerly,  "  than  we 
were  before  this  ill-omened  fortune  came  to  us  ; 
and  yet  I  ought  not  to  say  that,  for  at  least  it 
gave  us  to  each  other  in  a  union  that  can  never 
be  broken.  Hawthorndene,  Hugh,  formed  no 
part  of  our  castle-building  when  we  were  boy 
and  girl  together.  Let  us  go  back  to  those 
dreams  and — fulfil  them  !  " 
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"  What  do  you  mean  1 "  he  cried.  ''  How 
dare  you  mock  me  with  such  words  as  these  1 
If  you  are  going  to  accept  your  fate  quietly,  it 
will  be  on  the  lines  of  duty  and  sacrifice ;  say 
you  go  with  me  into  poverty  and  exile,  shall  I 
not  know  you  would  rather  have  remained  here 
— behind  ?  I  understand  !  It  is  easier  to  recon- 
cile yourself  to  my  ruin  than  to  give  a  word  or 
thought  of  blame  to  the  man  who  has  wrought 
it.  But  you  are  right  one  way,  Lucia.  You 
are  mine  in  a  union  not  to  be  broken,  and  I 
will  keep  you  !  " 

"Do,"  she  answered.  ''  I  have  no  other  hope 
or  wish  ;  only  sweeten  it  a  little  by  a  few  kind 
words  at  times,  and  a  belief  in  my  earnest  de- 
sire to  be  all  to  you  that  you  will  let  me." 

'^Ah,  but  I  care  nothing  for  the  outward 
decency  of  conduct  and  profession  when  you  are 
false  to  me  at  heart!  It  is  not  possible  for  me 
to  be  kind  to  you  when  I  have  seen  you  pining 
day  by  day  with  anxiety  for  another  man ! 
How  is  it  your  colour  is  come  back  and  your 
spirits  better  within  the  last  few  weeks,   and 
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you  are  able  to  touch  the  piano  which  has  been 
silent  so  long  ?  Do  you  suppose  I  do  not 
know  ?  Everard  Deane  has  taken  a  new  lease 
of  life,  and  there  are  vast  possibilities  in  the 
future." 

''  You  are  cruel,''  she  said,  "  and  unjust.  You 
put  it  out  of  my  power  to  answer  such  accusa- 
tions as  these." 

He  got  up  and  walked  about  the  room — an 
invariable  habit  of  his  under  excitement.  He 
was  full  of  bitterness  on  all  the  points  of  the 
present  situation,  and  his  temper  seemed  to 
demand  an  outlet. 

"  I  would  leave  this  place  at  once,"  he  began, 
"  only  I  will  not  have  it  said  I  am  beaten  before 
we  begin  to  fight.  Still  I  am  not  sure  your 
mother's  house  would  not  be  the  best  place  for 
you,  Lucia." 

"  I  am  quite  willing  to  go  there ;  or  let  me 
go  to  Luxto.n  —  to  Helen  —  she  has  so  long 
wished  it." 

''You  catch  too  eagerly  at  the.  chance  of 
separation.      On  second  thoughts,  I  will  keep 
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you  under  my  own  eye.  Either  Mrs  Prescott 
or  your  sister  would  only  be  too  glad  to  receive 
visits  from  Everard  Deane." 

Lucia's  colour  rose.  There  is  a  limit  to  even 
a  noble  meekness. 

"  Hugh,"  she  said,  "  these  ungenerous  taunts 
must  cease,  or  I  shall  not  ask  your  permission 
to  visit  my  mother  or  my  sister.  You  cannot 
accuse  me  of  look  or  word  which  has  trans- 
gressed my  duty  as  your  wife  ;  it  is  cruel  and 
unmanly  to  take  advantage  of  a  confession 
made  under  the  hard  pressure  of  conscience,  and 
which  admitted,  God  knows,  no  voluntary  fault." 

He  looked  at  her  with  sudden,  almost  pathetic 
tenderness. 

"  It  is;  I  grant  it :  but  I  have  no  power  to  be 
generous  in  this  matter.  Don't  you  know  when 
you  say  your  fault  is  involuntary,  you  say  the 
cruellest  thing  of  all  ?  I  could  have  borne  it 
better,  perhaps^  had  it  been  any  other  man  but 
the  man  I  have  always  hated.  Another  thought 
occurs  to  me.  You  understand,  of  course,  that, 
thrust  out  of  Hawthorndene,  I  shall  be  driven 
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back  on  my  profession  ?  If  I  am  lucky  enough 
to  get  a  ship,  you  shall  go  with  me,  Lucia — 
absence,  distance,  the  salt-sea  waves  shall  wash 
out  this  little  stain.     You  will  go  ? " 

Lucia  turned  very  pale. 

"  I  will  go,"  she  answered  in  a  low  voice ; 
"but  you  know  I  am  a  miserable  sailor.'' 

He  laughed. 

"  That  is  a  difficulty  time  and  experience  will 
get  over.  I  doubt  if  you  know  more  of  the  sea 
than  the  passage  between  Dover  and  Calais. 
The  smooth  expanse  of  the  Pacific,  let  us  say, 
will  reconcile  you  to  being  a  sailor's  wife  ! " 

Lucia  raised  her  eyes  full  of  unspoken  protest. 

"  I  will  go,"  she  repeated,  "  if  you  wish  it,  at 
any  cost." 

She  felt  inclined  to  rise  from  her  seat  and 
leave  him  alone,  but  resisted  the  impulse  as 
open  to  misconception.  Instead  of  doing  so, 
she  took  up  some  embroidery  lying  near  her 
and  bent  her  head  over  it, — life  looked  very  sad 
and  hopeless.  Would  she  indeed  be  able  to  do 
her  outward  duty,  and  check  the  growth  of  that 
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alienation  which  Hugh's  persistent  treatment 
was  calculated  to  bring  about  '^ 

It  was  a  relief  when  a  servant  brought  in 
Lady  Hamilton's  card. 

"  Shall  I  go  to  her  ? "  she  asked  ;  "  or  will  you 
like  to  have  her  shown  in  here  ? " 

"  I  have  no  objection  to  see  her ;  she  will  tell 
us  what  the  world  is  saying,  and  sometimes  it 
is  as  well  to  hear." 

Lady  Hamilton  announced  the  object  of  her 
visit  almost  as  soon  as  the  door  had  closed 
behind  her. 

"I  take  it  as  a  good  omen,"  she  said,  "that 
I  find  you  both  together.  I  am  going  to  have 
a  great  gathering  next  week — a  sort  of  what 
local  journalists  call  olla  podrida — a  cast  of 
the  social  net  in  neutral  waters,  to  gather  fish 
of  all  sizes, — in  other  words,  a  garden-party  ! 
You  and  Mr  Marriott  must  come.  I  would 
not  write,  because  I  knew  you  were  difiicult 
people." 

"  You  present  such  a  tempting  programme," 
said  Hugh,  *'  no  one  could  refuse." 

VOL.  III.  B 
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*'  Oh,  all  the  neighbourhood  is  to  be  there  ! 
It  would  be  bad  policy  not  to  have  the  big 
people  asked  to  meet  the  little  ones.  I  have 
some  quite  distinguished  recruits  from  town, — 
a  Cabinet  Minister  not  much  known  beyond 
the  House,  I  am  prepared  to  grant,  but  he  will 
count  all  the  same — a  bishop,  and  an  African 
prince  on  his  travels.  You  will  come  and  look 
at  the  African  prince,  Mrs  Lucia  ? " 

*'  So  far  as  I  am  concerned,  I  would  come 
without  the  African  prince,  but  perhaps  Hugh 
won't  care  to  do  so.  I  need  not  tell  you,"  she 
added,  with  the  sweet  frankness  natural  to  her, 
''that  we  are,  if  not  exactly  in  trouble,  at  least 
in  a  very  painful  and  unexpected  position.  It 
is  not  pleasant  to  meet  people  who  are  all  dis- 
cussing your  private  affairs." 

"  My  dear,  that  is  the  very  time  we  should 
meet  people.  You,  at  all  events,  have  done 
nothing  wrong,  and  to  shun  society  would  be 
a  mistake,  as  if  your  merit  rested  on  Hawthorn- 
dene  only.  For  once  public  feeling  runs  coun- 
ter to  Everard  Deane.     People  say  he  should 
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have  discovered  his  heiress  before,  or  left  her 
undiscovered.  That  is  unreasonable,  of  course  ; 
but  we  all  agree  that  it  is  a  hard  blow  for  you, 
and  that  we  shall  not  be  either  able  or  willing 
to  fill  your  place — if  indeed  that  place  is  to  be 
empty." 

"  I  suppose  there  is  not  much  doubt  about 
that,"  replied  Hugh,  very  much  soothed  by 
Lady  Hamilton's  observations ;  "  but  I  think 
of  fighting  the  matter.      You  look  surprised  1 " 

"  I  never  advise  fighting  except  when  sure 
of  victory,  and  that,  I  fear,  would  not  be 
your  case.  Another  solution  of  the  difficulty 
has  occurred  to  my  ingenious  mind  :  that  you 
should  rent  Hawthorndene  of  the  little  Italian 
lady,  and  that,  as  equivalent,  she  should  ac- 
cept Mr  Marriott,  who  has  proved  himself  so 
good  an  agriculturist,  as  factor  of  her  estates. 
Then  nothing  need  be  disturbed ;  it  would 
simply  be  a  case  of  having  a  little  less  money 
to  spend.  You  are  not  disgusted  with  my 
interference  1 " 

"  Not,"  said  Hugh,  with  rather  a  faint  smile, 
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"  till  I  know  to  whom  you  made  the  pro- 
posal ? '' 

"  To  the  master  of  Hurstpoint,  old  Mr  Deane ; 
but  Fm  bound  to  own  that  it  found  no  favour 
with  him.  On  another  occasion  I  repeated  it 
to  Everard,  adding  that  it  would  be  so  easily  in 
his  power  to  render  Beatrix  Fraseati  independent 
of  Hawthorndene.  Does  that  also  strike  you  as 
ill  advised?" 

Hugh  crimsoned  to  the  roots  of  his  hair. 

"  I  am  not  sure  I  follow  your  meaning,  and  I 
have  no  opinions  in  the  matter." 

"  He  had  no  difficulty  in  understanding  me, 
and  he  seemed  to  find  my  suggestion  very  un- 
palatable ;  but  to  my  mind  it  would  be  an  act  of 
charity  all  round.  He  is  so  good  to  this  girl, 
that  she  is  in  love  with  him  with  all  the  in- 
nocent ardour  of  eighteen;  and  I  ventured  to 
point  out  to  him  that  the  hand  of  Providence 
evidently  pointed  in  that  direction,  having 
brought  him  a  bride  under  his  own  roof,  like 
a  second  Eebecca,  without  any  trouble  on  his 
part.     To  this  he  answered  the  parallel  did  not 
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hold,  for  lie  had  fetched  her  himself,  and  she 
had  cost  him  no  end  of  trouble." 

''  You  mean  he  rejected  the  idea  of  marry- 
ing ? "  said  Hugh,  nervously. 

^'  It  meant  that.  I  also  ventured  to  remind 
him  of  his  good  old  father's  anxiety  to  see  him 
settled  and  bound  by  domestic  ties,  about  which 
he  has  talked  to  me  scores  of  times,  but  I  had 
no  better  success.  He  said  Mr  Deane  had  con- 
sented to  forego  that  wish  ;  and  under  any  cir- 
cumstances would  never  conceive  so  monstrous 
an  idea  as  sacrificing  a  child-angel  like  Beatrix 
to  his  ao'e  and  infirmities.  To  hear  him  talk, 
you  would  think  him  an  octogenarian ;  and 
even  if  he  were,  he  need  not  despair  of  appro- 
priating any  child-angel  afloat  on  her  wings  in 
London  society,  who  might  chance  to  please 
him.     You  agree  with  me,  Mr  Marriott?" 

"  I  agree,  of  course,  with  everything  that  Lady 
Hamilton  says  about  the  society  she  knows  better 
than  myself;  but  it  is  odd  that  there  are  no  such 
merciless  defamers  of  their  sex  as  women  them- 
selves.    To  be  sure,  I  have  small  faith  in  child- 
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angels  ;  but  at  least,  if  they  existed,  they  would 
be  proof  against  men  like  Everard  Deane." 

Lucia,  whose  pain  and  embarrassment  were 
becoming  almost  intolerable,  and  who  dreaded 
lest  her  silence  should  betra}^  her,  made  an  effort 
to  divert  the  conversation  by  asking  if  the 
young  lady  under  discussion  was  not  very 
accomplished. 

"An  accomplished  musician,  my  dear,  and 
a  dainty  embroideress  of  stoles,  chasubles,  and 
altar  -  cloths,  but  nothing  more  —  and  five 
years  hence  she  will  be  a  beauty.  But  you 
will  improve  your  acquaintance  on  Friday." 
She  rose  as  if  to  take  her  departure,  but  Lady 
Hamilton's  last  words  were  a  well-known 
characteristic. 

"  By  the  way,"  she  continued,  addressing 
Hugh,  "have  you  heard  that  a  public  thanks- 
giving at  our  parish  church  next  Sunday  has 
been  suggested  in  recognition  of  Everard  Deane's 
happy  recovery  ?  He  is  to  be  led  to  his  seat 
supported  by  his  venerable  father  on  one  side, 
and  the  lovely  and  innocent  child  on  the  other. 
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with  the  attached  household  bringing  up  the 
rear  with  tears  of  joy  in  their  eyes.  Our  good 
vicar  is  to  preach  on  the  saving  grace  of  chas- 
tisenient,  taking  as  his  text  the  more  or  less 
appropriate  words,  '  Before  I  was  afflicted,  I 
went  astray.' " 

"  Are  we  then  to  understand,"  asked  Hugh, 
with  a  sneer,  ^Hhat  the  hero  of  the  ceremony 
is  prepared  to  give  moral  guarantees  for  the 
future  1 " 

Then  Lucia  spoke,  her  cheek  a  little  paler 
than  usual,  and  her  eyes  lighted  with  a  glow  of 
indignation  no  personal  consideration  was  strong 
enough  to  hold  in  check. 

"  Surely,"  she  said,  "  it  is  well  known  why 
Mr  Deane  went  abroad,  and  what  sacrifices  he 
made  in  this  matter  ?  I  cannot  understand 
why  the  consequences  of  his  disinterestedness 
should  be  reckoned  up  against  him  even  in  jest. 
Dear  Lady  Hamilton,  I  thought  you  were  his 
friend ! '' 

Hugh's  face  darkened  ominously,  but  Lady 
Hamilton  was  in  no  way  disconcerted. 
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"  What  a  Donna  Quixote  it  is,"  she  said, 
"  always  breaking  a  lance  for  the  oppressed  ! 
But  she  is  right.  My  tongue  runs  away  with 
me,  my  dear,  at  times ;  and  a  woman  who  has 
the  reputation  of  saying  smart  things  would 
sacrifice  her  best  friend  to  her  reputation.  But 
J  will  turn  the  tables  by  asking  your  husband, 
If  severe  sickness  is  a  sign  of  Heavens  judg- 
ment on  the  transgressor,  how  are  we  to  inter- 
pret the  loss  of  a  fair  estate  ?  Come  early  on 
Friday,  Mrs  Marriott,  or  I  shall  think  you  are 
bearing  malice  for  my  jokes  and  bad  taste.'' 
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CHAPTER    XXXIII. 

Lady  Hamilton's  garden-party  was  favoured  by 
one  of  the  finest  days  of  the  season.  It  not 
only  did  not  rain,  but  the  sun  shone  persistently, 
so  as  to  render  anxiety  about  the  weather  im- 
possible; also,  it  had  done  the  same  the  pre- 
ceding day,  so  that  there  was  no  lurking  fear 
of  wet  grass  or  damp  benches.  The  ladies 
were  able  to  appear  in  their  most  diaphanous 
costumes ;  and  the  gentlemen  found  the  sup- 
ply of  ices  and  iced  drinks  equal  to  the  de- 
mand. 

But  as  follows  inevitably,  there  were  coun- 
terbalancing disadvantages :  the  temperature 
was  so  oppressive  that  the  croquet-lawns  and 
tennis-courts,  on  which  Lady  Hamilton  had 
depended  as  supplementary  resources,  were  de- 
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serted,  and  tlie  company  gathered  in  languid 
groups  about  the  shaded  garden-seats,  or  stood 
aimless  under  the  trees.  The  result  was  a  severe 
strain  on  the  mental  resources  of  all,  to  which 
the  guests  might  conscientiously  decline  to  re- 
spond, at  the  obvious  cost  of  increasing  the  pres- 
sure upon  their  hostess.  Another  point  that 
added  to  her  sense  of  failure  was  that  she  per- 
ceived the  cream  of  her  society  had  naturally 
gathered  to  the  surface  ;  "  the  best  people"  drew 
together  in  knots  or  couples,  while  the  residuum 
held  themselves  in  a  sort  of  dreary  aloofness, 
sitting  a  little  removed  from  what  appeared 
to  be  the  places  of  honour,  and  watching  the 
rest  of  the  company  rather  as  spectators  than 
guests,  with  an  obvious  appearance  of  discon- 
tent and  discomfort. 

It  is  as  yet  an  undiscovered  art  to  effect  even 
a  temporary  amalgamation  between  the  higher 
ranks  of  county  society  and  the  class  imme- 
diately below  them.  The  landowner  and  ten- 
ant may  be  hail  fellows  amongst  the  stubbles  or 
in  the  hunting-field,  and  their  wives  aware   of 
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each  other  in  the  parish  schools  or  church-porch; 
but  on  the  unaccustomed  lawns  or  in  tlie  un- 
familiar drawing-rooms,  the  line  of  demarcation 
starts  into  strong  relief. 

The  Cabinet  Minister,  who  was  personally 
one  of  the  most  insignificant  men  on  the 
ground,  was  enjoying  a  flirtation  in  a  seques- 
tered corner  with  one  of  the  most  brilliant  girls 
of  the  Hertfordshire  preserves,  but  who  did  not 
know,  and  cared  still  less,  what  department  he 
represented;  the  bishop,  with  a  group  of  chil- 
dren about  him,  was  making  himself  and  them 
happy  ;  and  the  African  prince  had  failed  to 
put  in  an  appearance. 

Lady  Hamilton  was  painfully  aware  that  the 
social  mercury  was  lowering  rapidly,  and  looked 
round  for  help  or  redress. 

Hugh  Marriott  was  leaning  against  a  tree 
contemplating  his  shoe-ties. 

"  Good  heavens  !  "  she  exclaimed,  approaching 
him,  "  the  process  of  petrifaction  seems  already 
to  have  begun  with  you.  I  was  about  to  ask 
you  if  you  could  suggest  nothing  that  might 
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help  to  make  these  dry  bones  live.  It  is  be- 
coming serious." 

"  Perhaps  the  Caffre  may  arrive  even  yet." 

"  I  have  abandoned  hope.  There  is  a  girl 
here  that  can  play  on  the  harp — almost  a  lost 
art  nowadays.  I  wish  it  had  occurred  to  me 
to  have  mine  disentombed  and  brought  out,  it 
would  have  made  an  opening  to  an  amateur  al 
fresco  concert.  Have  you  any  encouraging 
proposal  ? " 

"  None,  unless  Miss  Frascati  should  chant  us 
a  Miserere,  or  I  should  volunteer  to  dance  a 
hornpipe.  But  surely  a  man  of  Mr  Deane's 
social  resources  would  be  better  to  consult  than 
a  rough  sailor  like  myself !     Is  he  not  here  ?  " 

Hugh  glanced  towards  her  with  secret  anxiety. 

''  If  he  is  I  have  not  seen  him,  and  he  is 
hardly  a  man  to  neglect  his  duty  to  his  host- 
ess. Beatrix  came  alone  with  Mrs  Dunbar, 
bearing  apologies  for  delay.  But  where  is 
your  wife,  to  my  mind  the  sweetest  woman 
of  them  all  1 " 

*'  Five  minutes  ago  I  saw  her  with  the  young 
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lady  from  Hiirstpoint,  and  I  promised  to  wait 
for  her  here.  We  are  going  out  to  dine  and 
must  not  be  late." 

What  he  said  was  perfectly  true.  Lucia  and 
Beatrix  had  strolled  away  together  across  the 
velvet  turf  towards  a  distant  shrubbery  which 
looked  invitingly  cool  and  green  under  the 
burning  azure  of  the  sky.  They  were  each  a 
little  shy  of  the  other,  but  Lucia  was  vety 
anxious  to  make  friends  with  the  stranger,  not 
only  for  her  own  sake,  but  to  prove  that  no  feel- 
ing of  bitterness  restrained  her  goodwill.  The 
result,  however,  was  not  satisfactory.  Beatrix 
could  not  be  induced  to  trust  her  English  except 
in  monosyllables,  and  shook  her  pretty  head  con- 
tinually as  not  understanding  her  companion, 
who,  on  her  part,  was  still  less  able  to  make  her 
schoolgirl  smattering  of  Italian  a  medium  of 
communication  between  them.  Under  these 
difficulties,  and  an  odd  perception  that  the  girl 
did  not  seem  to  reciprocate  her  attempts  at 
friendliness,  Lucia's  spirits  fell,  and  she  became 
conscious  that  both  in  body  and  mind  she  was 
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far  below  her  usual  level,  a  feeling  she  had  been 
struggling  all  day  to  resist. 

When  she  saw  Mrs  Dunbar  coming  towards 
them  with  a  somewhat  flurried  and  anxious  air, 
as  if  uneasy  at  having  lost  sight  of  Beatrix,  it 
was  a  relief  to  give  her  up  to  her  guardian. 

"  I  think  we  had  better  all  go  back  together, 
my  dear  Mrs  Marriott,"  remarked  that  lady, 
"so  many  people  have  been  asking  for  you. 
Lady  Hamilton  is  trying  to  get  some  of  the 
ladies  and  gentlemen  to  sing  —  without  any 
accompaniment,  you  know — and  that  is  why  I 
have  come  to  fetch  Beatrix.  They  are  all  dying 
to  hear  your  lovely  voice — would  you  mind 
singing  a  song,  my  dear  ? " 

"Would  it  be  right '?  Would  Mr  Deane 
think  it  right  ?  " 

She  looked  at  Lucia  for  an  answer,  but  Mrs 
Dunbar  spoke. 

''  Lady  Hamilton  would  never  propose  any- 
thing that  was  objectionable,  and  Mr  Deane 
would  always  wish  you  to  be  amiable.  Shall 
we  go  back  ?  " 
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They  had  just  reached  the  point  they  aimed 
at — a  secluded  bench  lost  in  a  thicket  of  laurels, 
and  out  of  sight  and  sound  of  the  gay  crowd. 
Lucia  sat  down  :  the  heat  was  intense,  her  head 
ached,  and  a  dull  sense  of  oppression  weighed 
upon  her. 

*'  I  am  not  musical,"  she  said,  "  and  shall  not 
be  missed.  I  will  stay  here  a  little  while  and 
rest.  I  dread  the  idea  of  retracing  my  steps  in 
this  blazing  sunshine." 

"Then  I  will  let  Mr  Marriott  know  where 
we  have  left  you." 

"  Please  don't !  I  want  to  be  quite  quiet  for 
a  little  while,  and  should  be  sorry  to  take  him 
away  from  the  rest." 

Mrs  Dunbar  protested,  but  finally  acquiesced, 
and  in  a  few  moments  she  was  left  alone. 

The  silence  after  their  departure  seemed 
profound.  It  was  a  neglected  corner  of  the 
grounds,  skirting  the  quiet  country  lane  which 
was  divided  from  it  by  a  thick  hedge  of  box  and 
holly,  in  which  a  little  wicket-gate  was  set. 

But  passers-by  there  were  none  :  the  whole 
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rustic  population  were  in  the  broiling  harvest- 
fields,  and  it  was  rarely  that  carriage  or  pedes- 
trian passed  that  way.  She  could  hear  the 
twitter  of  birds  amongst  the  branches,  and  the 
sound  of  an  occasional  dry  leaf  which  was  dis- 
lodged by  their  movements  and  fell  to  the 
ground.  She  sat  so  motionless,  with  her  eyes 
closed  and  head  leaned  against  the  tree-trunk 
behind  her,  that  her  presence  did  not  startle 
the  birds.  She  had  truly  said  that  her  head 
ached,  but  her  heart  was  heavier  still.  Harsher 
and  crueller  words  had  been  dealt  out  to  her 
by  her  husband  than  she  had  before  heard, 
ostensibly  in  blame  of  her  defence  of  Everard 
to  Lady  Hamilton,  but  indicating  an  unre- 
lenting severity  against  which  she  felt  herself 
powerless. 

Would  life  be  endurable  under  these  condi- 
tions ?  life  too,  at  sea,  of  which  she  had  a  con- 
stitutional dread,  and  where  she  would  be  cut 
off  from  the  alleviations  of  friendship  and  fam- 
ily affection  ? 

Would  to  God  she  had  kept  her  secret  con- 
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fined  to  her  own  breast,  and  not  put  into  sucli 
cruel  hands  this  weapon  against  her !  Her 
confessing  had  been  a  vain  attempt  to  enlist 
her  husband's  strength  to  help  her  weakness. 
He  had  only  used  it  to  oppress  and  humiliate 
her.  Could  he  not  see  how  hard,  how  almost 
impossible,  he  made  the  return  to  full-hearted 
allegiance ;  and  that  the  want  of  that  forbear- 
ance and  tenderness  which  would  have  secured 
her  love  and  gratitude,  was  driving  her  further 
from  him  ? 

She  was  hardly  aware  that  her  eyes  were  so 
full  of  tears  as  to  escape  the  closed  lids  and  to 
be  trickling  over  her  pale  cheeks,  till  the  sound 
of  the  quiet  opening  of  the  little  gate  caused 
her  to  start  up  in  alarm  and  try  to  conceal 
them  with  nervous  distress. 

Everard  Deane  came  forward  with  his  hat 
in  his  hand,  and  an  expression  on  his  face  of 
strong  restrained  feeling. 

''Is  it  you,  Mrs  Marriott?"  he  asked.  ''I 
saw  in  the  distance  a  figure  sitting  here  so 
motionless  that  I  feared  something  was  wrong ; 
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but  I  did  not  know  it  was  yon.  Something 
is  wTong — you  are  in  trouble  ? " 

His  voice  was  steady,  but  with  an  inflection 
of  impersonal  anxiety  which  conveyed  a  deeper 
assurance  of  sympathy  than  the  most  passionate 
protestations  would  have  done.  Lucia  felt  its 
power  and  its  sweetness  with  an  acuteness 
which  doubled  her  anguish  and  her  shame. 
She  was  conscious  that  her  power  of  resistance 
was  at  its  lowest  ebb.  Unless  he  spared  her, 
she  was  at  the  mercy  of  her  own  miserable 
weakness — deplored,  repudiated,  it  is  true,  but 
none  the  less  a  fatal  hindrance  to  her  fight. 

Moreover,  she  could  not  deny  her  tears,  her 
pale  cheeks,  her  attitude  of  profound  dejection, 
as  she  stood  turned  away  from  him,  and  leaning 
for  support  against  the  tree  near  her. 

Everard  stood  looking  at  her  in  silence  for 
a  few  moments.  He  saw  precisely  how  the 
case  stood — that  is,  he  saw  she  was  too  deeply 
agitated  to  recover  her  composure,  and  that 
his  presence  added  to  her  difiiculty  and  distress. 
He  had  said  to  himself  again  and  again  that 
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if  ever  he  and  Lucia  stood  face  to  face,  as  they 
had  done  on  a  former  occasion,  no  power  should 
deter  him  from  taking  in  his  arms  the  woman 
he  adored,  and  giving  to  the  passion  that  wast- 
ed him  the  poor  relief  of  the  kisses  so  long 
delayed. 

The  idea  of  her  sweet  lips  meeting  his,  her 
tender  body  strained  against  his  breast,  her 
pure  breath  upon  his  face,  moved  him  to  a 
frenzy  of  yearning  and  desire.  And  now,  no 
combination  of  circumstances  could  well  have 
placed  her  more  utterly  in  his  power. 

He  stood,  as  we  have  said,  looking  at  her, 
and  feeding  his  ardour  at  every  glance,  his 
lips  slightly  apart,  his  face  flushed,  and  his 
half-closed  eyes  scintillating  with  passion.  It 
was  not  love  only  that  moved  him,  but  an 
almost  limitless  compassion,  and  a  fierce  indig- 
nation against  whatever  gave  her  pain. 

"  Lucia  ! "  he  said,  in  a  tone  that  was  at  once 
confession  and  appeal ;  but  he  did  not  seize  her 
in  his  arms,  or  even  lessen  the  distance  be- 
tween them,  her  obvious  weakness  being  the  one 
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thing  powerful  enough  to  hold  his  impulse  in 
check. 

She  turned  at  the  sound  of  his  voice,  and 
looked  at  him.  She  had  none  of  the  arts  of 
a  woman  of  the  world,  and  not  much  power 
of  self-containment.  Besides,  to  deny  her  ob- 
vious distress  and  agitation,  oi:  to  find  some 
ingenious  explanation  of  it,  would  have  been 
next  to  impossible  to  her  simple  and  truthful 
nature. 

"  You  have  surprised  me  when  I  was  very 
unhappy,"  were  the  words  that  dropped  hesi- 
tatingly from  her  lips,  "  but  it  is  impossible  for 
me  to  tell  you  why.  If  you  would  be  really 
kind — as  you  once  promised  to  be — you  will 
leave  me  without  asking  me  any  more  ques- 
tions." 

"  I  have  no  questions  to  ask,"  he  answered ; 
"  your  face  and  manner  tell  me  everything. 
What  I  expected  has  happened.  You  have 
found  out  the  mistake  you  have  made.  You 
are  a  disappointed  woman — an  unhappy  wife." 

He  came  a  little  nearer  to  her. 


LUCIA,    HUGH,    AND    ANOTHER.  37 

*'  When  last  I  spoke  to  you  alone  you  silenced 
me — do  you  remember  ? — from  the  triumphant 
height  of  your  perfect  satisfaction  and  happi- 
ness, and  had  small  sympathy  for  my  need  and 
wretchedness.     You  can  feel  for  me  better  now." 

He  stretched  out  his  hand  to  touch  hers,  but 
she  shrank  back  from  the  contact.  What  did 
he  mean  1  Was  she  so  miserable  that  he  had 
guessed  her  shameful  secret  ?  The  terror  of  the 
thouo'ht  nerved  her  courao^e. 

"  There  never  was  a  time  since  I  knew  you, 
Mr  Deane,"  she  answered,  with  a  certain  sweet 
formality,  "  that  your  welfare  was  not  dear  to 
me  ;  you  never  suffered  —  anything  —  without 
my  feeling  for  you — deeply.  Your  long  illness 
has  given  me  great  anxiety,  and  your  re- 
covery  " 

She  stopped,  moved  by  a  sudden  and  overpower- 
ing impulse  that  a  moment's  reflection  would 
have  condemned  as  dangerous  and  disloyal. 

*'  I  hope  you  did  not  think  I  refused  to  come 
when  you  sent  for  me  on  that  Sunday  ! "  The 
pathetic  appeal  in  her  voice  was  irresistible. 
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''  Good  God  !  "  he  said,  ''  how  shall  I  forbear  ? 
You  are  now,  as  before,  merciless,  Lucia,  by 
holding  the  cup  of  your  pity  to  my  lips  and 
then  forbidding  me  to  drink.  I  sent  for  you 
then  because  I  thought  myself  dying,  and  could 
not  let  life  go  without  bidding  you  farewell. 
Now  I  am  alive  again — and  with  that  craving 
for  your  love  which  I  should  have  taken  out  of 
the  world  with  me,  still  unappeased.  It  has 
been,  ever  since  I  knew  you,  at  once  the  sav- 
ing and  the  ruin  of  my  life !  Yield  a  little  to 
my  desperation  —  grant  me  living  what  you 
surely  would  not  have  denied  me  on  my  death- 
bed,— kiss  me — Lucia  ! " 

He  stretched  towards  her  his  arms  as  he 
spoke.  The  face  raised  so  close  to  her  own 
was  lighted  with  passionate  appeal ;  the  tones 
of  his  voice  were  of  a  sweetness  penetrating 
enough  to  lure  her  to  her  own  undoing. 

For  a  few  sickening  moments  she  felt  a  doubt 
of  her  power  of  resistance, — a  fear  lest  she 
should  yield  to  the  desire  that  shook  her  own 
agonised   soul — lest  she  should   sink   into   his 
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imploring  arms,  and  suffer  liim  to  satisfy  him- 
self with  kisses. 

Had  there  been  no  such  impulse  of  weakness, 
her  victory  would  have  been  less.  As  it  was, 
she  drew  herself  awayvfrom  him  with  a  low  cry 
of  horror — not  provoked  by  any  anger  against 
him,  but  by  the  passionate  strength  of  her  self- 
condemnation — and  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands  as  if  to  shut  out  an  object  she  loathed  or 
dreaded.  Everard's  mood  of  tension  relaxed ; 
his  arms  dropped  by  his  sides,  and  the  colour 
and  glow  went  out  of  his  face,  leaving  it  white 
and  stern. 

"It  is  good  women  such  as  you,"  he  said, 
"  that  drive  men  mad.  You  warm  my  heart 
first,  that  you  may  chill  it  with  fuller  effect 
afterwards  ;  you  draw  me  near,  the  better  to  re- 
pulse me  ;  you  give  me  in  exchange  for  my  love 
hatred,  or  if  not  hatred,  an  insufferable  senti- 
ment of  blame  and  pity.    And  yet — I  love  you  !  " 

He  looked  at  her  searchingly,  but  she  did  not 
change  her  attitude  ;  he  saw  she  was  trembling 
from  head  to  foot. 
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''Do  I  hurt  you,  Lucia?"  he  went  on,  in 
accents  so  kind  that  her  heart  secretly  cried  out 
to  him  for  mercy.  "  I  would  not  willingly  do 
that.  Or  is  it  that  your  simple  purity  is  so 
shocked  by  the  wickedniess  of  my  behaviour  ? 
Dear,  you  know  I  loved  you  long  before  you 
were  a  wife,  when  I  even  thought  you  might 
be  mine,  and  cheated  many  an  hour  by  plan- 
ning how  I  would  make  you  happy,  and  myself 
more  worthy.  Such  love  does  not  dry  up  at 
the  word  of  command,  not  even  when  duty 
speaks  it ;  nor  can  what  was  once  pure  to  the 
height  of  man's  poor  faculty  become  corrupt 
because  arbitrary  circumstance  has  turned  the 
current  wrong.  I  shall  love  you,  Lucia,  to  the 
last  hour  of  my  life  !  " 

"  Oh,  my  God,"  she  prayed  in  the  recesses  of 
her  tormented  soul,  and  behind  the  veil  of  her 
sheltering  hands,  "save  me,  or  I  shall  tell  him 
that  I  love  him  ! " 

"  Let  me  see  your  face,"  he  said  again,  after 
a  pause  spent  in  watching  her,  *^  and  judge 
how  far  your  anger  goes  against  me.      I  took 
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your  hard  commands  before,  and  compelled  my- 
self to  silence — for  obedience  follows  true  love 
as  its  shadow — but  then  you  were  a  happy  wife. 
It  will  be  harder  now,  perhaps  too  hard.  At 
least,  comfort  me  on  one  point,  Lucia — he  is 
not  unkind  to  you  1  I  can  bear  my  own 
misery,  but  scarcely  yours.  ^' 

Lucia  started  violently,  and  her  hands  fell 
from  her  face ;  for  a  moment  her  dilated  eyes 
met  his  with  an  expression  so  stricken  with 
terror  that  he  made  an  involuntary  movement 
towards  her,  fearing  she  w^as  likely  to  faint. 
Was  it  possible  that  the  words  he  had  just 
spoken  could  have  produced  so  great  an  effect 
upon  her  tender  conscience  ? 

Then  he  became  aware  of  wdiat  had  caught 
her  strained  sense  earlier, — the  sound  of  rapid 
footsteps  approaching  them.  He  had  been 
standing  with  his  back  towards  the  garden,  and 
so  profoundly  absorbed  as  to  have  become  almost 
unconscious  of  their  surroundings. 

He  now  turned  quickly  round,  and  in  so 
doing,  met  Hugh  Marriott  face  to  face. 
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CHAPTER    XXXIV. 

There  are  no  crises  more  supreme  in  life  than 
those  which  arise  from  the  culmination  of 
human  passion. 

There  glowed  in  Hugh's  countenance  such 
concentrated  wrath  and  scorn  that  it  w^as  almost 
exalted  to  the  sublime ;  his  very  figure  seemed 
to  dilate  as  he  stood  before  the  guilty  pair,  as 
he  believed  them,  and  struck  them  with  the 
cold  lightning  of  his  clear  blue  eyes. 

Lucia  remained  standing  in  the  same  attitude 
as  that  into  which  the  sight  of  him  had  transfixed 
her,  while  her  appealing  gaze  encountered  her 
husband's  with  a  speechless  misery  in  it  that 
at  once  distressed  and  baffled  Everard. 

As  for  himself,  such  a  position  as  he  occupied 
is  beyond  doubt  the  most  painful,  humiliating, 
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and  difficult  that  can  befall  any  man  in  whom 
honour  and  sensibility  are  not  extinct. 

He  touched  Marriott's  arm  with  the  purpose 
of  withdrawing  his  attention  from  Lucia. 

'^  Try  and  find  words  !  I  am  quite  prepared 
to  hear  and  answer  anything  you  may  have  to 
say ;  only  believe  that  Mrs  Marriott  is  innocent 
of  word  or  thought  that  could  offend  you.  I 
seized  the  opportunity  that  tempted  me  beyond 
control,  I  forced  her  aofainst  her  will  to  listen 
to  me." 

*'  I  don't  know,"  he  added  in  a  lower  tone, 
*^  if  it  wall  do  any  good  to  say  that  nothing  but 
rash  words  on  my  part  have  provoked  her  just 
displeasure." 

Marriott  stepped  back  with  a  gesture  as  if  the 
contact  were  defilement,  and  looked  at  him  from 
head  to  foot,  his  face  working  wdth  passion. 

"  These  are  words  of  course,"  he  articulated, 
with  cutting  sharpness,  "which  men  without 
honour  on  all  points  are,  however,  bound  to  use. 
I  refuse  to  make  a  controversy  of  such  a  matter 
as  this.     AVill  you  cross  the  Channel  with  me  ? " 
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Everard  rather  felt  than  saw  the  look  of 
startled  terror  in  Lucia's  face. 

"  No/'  he  answered  quietly,  ''  that  I  will  not 
do.  The  fault  lies  only  at  my  door,  and  is  not 
to  be  cancelled  by  adding  madness  to  folly. 
Bear  one  word  further — do  not  revenge  yourself 
on  me  by  visiting  it  upon  one  who  is  absolutely 
blameless." 

He  turned  towards  the  shrinking  woman  as 
he  spoke  a  glance  of  irrepressible  compassion. 

Hugh  almost  gnashed  his  teeth. 

*'  What  end  do  you  think  it  will  answer  to 
keep  up  this  damnable  farce  ?  "  he  cried.  "  Do 
not  things  speak  for  themselves,  —  the  seclu- 
sion, the  careful  arrangement,  the  shameless 
wife's  anxiety  to  prevent  her  husband  from 
seeking  her  ?  Do  I  not  know  that  no  ties 
are  sacred  in  your  eyes  — no  woman's  honour 
anything  to  you  but  incentive  and  lure  ?  And 
more " 

But  at  this  point  Lucia  sprang  to  his  side 
and  caught  his  arm. 

"  Stop  !  "  she  cried,   almost  inaudibly  ;   "for 
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mercy's  sake  spare  me  the  deepest  shame  of  all  I 
Believe — believe — that  I  have  betrayed  neither 
myself  nor  you  ! " 

He  looked  at  her  a  moment  incredulously, 
and  then  flung  her  roughly  from  him. 

"  What  care  I  for  the  more  or  less  of  treachery 
such  as  yours  1  It  is  nothing  to  me  that  you 
stand  this  side  of  actual  dishonour,  or  that 
something  has  been  kept  back  from  his  kisses 
or  your  words !  You  are  as  false  to  your 
marriage  vows  as  if  you  had  broken  them 
at  every  point,  —  and  here  on  the  spot,  I 
release  you  from  them.  Go  ! — to  your  lover, 
I  had  almost  said,  —  but  not  that  —  not 
that ! " 

His  passion  slackened  and  his  voice  broke. 

To  Everard,  this  exhibition  of  Marriott's  in- 
dignant resentment,  not  only  against  himself, 
but  against  his  wife,  was  received  simply  as  in 
keeping  with  the  rash  and  intemperate  character 
of  the  man.  He  drew  no  conclusions  from  it 
derogatory  to  Lucia's  fidelity  as  a  wife,  or  as  sug- 
gesting an  admitted  response  to  his  own  passion. 
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Hugh  was  jealous,  unjust,  unmanly,  as  it  was 
his  nature  to  be. 

But  at  the  same  time  every  feeling  of  decency 
compelled  him  to  leave  them  at  once.  The 
woman  he  loved  was  grossly  wronged  and  in- 
sulted, and  he  had  brought  this  humiliation 
upon  her ;  but  however  intense  his  remorse 
or  his  sympathy,  it  would  be  worse  than  useless 
to  express  it.  He  waited  a  moment  to  be  sure 
that  Lucia  had  no  longer  anything  to  dread 
from  the  violence  of  her  husband,  and  then 
opened  the  little  gate  by  which  he  had  entered, 
and  passed  out  into  the  road. 

Hugh,  aware  that  he  was  gone,  flung  himself 
down  on  the  bench,  and  with  his  elbows  on  his 
knees,  covered  his  face  with  his  hands.  He 
was  asking  himself  what  he  should  do  next — 
in  what  way  he  should  revenge  himself? 

It  was  the  personal  affront  to  his  own  honour — 
the  audacity  of  the  lover  who  defied  his  right 
to  his  wife's  single-hearted  devotion — which 
made  him  frantic  with  indignation,  the  more 
so  that  the  intolerable  prudery  of  modern  society 
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offered  difficulties  to  the  washing  out  the  insult 
in  blood.  Had  some  immediate  chastisement 
been  possible,  he  could  better  have  endured 
his  wrons:.  His  hatred  of  Everard  Deane  had 
always  been  instinctive  ;  it  was  now  virulent, 
and  nothing  short  of  absolute  personal  injury 
would  satisfy  him.  If  it  were  not  to  be  accom- 
plished in  one  way,  it  should  in  another.  He 
shook  himself  together  with  a  groan  of  impa- 
tient misery,  and  as  he  resumed  an  erect  posi- 
tion met  the  sad  solemnity  of  his  wife's  pathetic 
eyes.  She  was  not  weeping :  the  departure  of 
Everard  had  relieved  her  a  little ;  for  he  was 
gone  without  having  discovered  her  shameful 
secret,  and  in  the  cruel  ordeal  just  passed,  she 
was  conscious  of  no  added  stain  on  her  con- 
science. If  indeed  the  doubt  she  had  hitherto 
cherished  was  solved,  and  the  conviction  ac- 
cepted that  her  love  and  her  duty  were  at 
war,  she  had  too  clear  a  notion  of  right  and 
justice,  not  to  distinguish  between  sin  indulged 
and  involuntary,  between  surrender  and  resist- 
ance. 
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But  Hugh  Marriott  had  no  such  faculty  of 
discrimination  :  she  was  as  utterly  condemned 
by  him  as  if  she  had  gone  the  full  length  of 
possible  transgression ;  and  she  was  there  before 
him — not  escaped  as  her  lover  was — and  capa- 
ble of  receiving  the  punishment  she  deserved. 

He  looked  at  her  steadily. 

"  What  are  your  plans  for  the  future  *? "  he 
asked. 

"  My  plans  ?  "  she  repeated  humbly.  "  I 
have  none  different  from  what  they  were. 
Will  you  try  and  believe  what  I  say,  that  not 
a  word  has  passed  my  lips  which  need  alter 
our  relations  ?  My  fault,  great  as  it  may  be, 
is  only  known  to  yourself." 

Then  after  a  pause,  seeing  he  did  not  answer, 
she  added — 

''  I  should  like  to  go  away  from  home  for  a 
little  time." 

He  smiled  cynically. 

"  For  once  we  are  of  the  same  opinion.  It  is 
not  my  purpose  to  discuss  and  weigh  the  de- 
grees of  your  offence,  only  I  have  a  deep-rooted 
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conviction  tliat  the  wife  who  prefers  another 
man  to  her  husband  and  achieves  secret  inter- 
views with  her  lover,  forfeits  all  right  to  her 
home.  The  same  roof  shall  not  shelter  you  and 
me  to-night." 

He  took  out  his  watch  and  looked  at  the 
time. 

*'  It  is  now  six  o'clock,  but  these  summer 
days  are  long.  There  will  be  time  enough  for 
you  to  return  to  the  house,  pack  what  you 
may  think  necessary  for  immediate  use,  and 
get  to  the  station  by  7.30.  I  presume  your 
father's  house  is  not  shut  up  before  eleven 
o'clock  at  night?" 

There  was  a  hard  determination  in  his  man- 
ner that  convinced  her  remonstrance  would  be 
hopeless,  as  also  any  attempt  to  remove  the 
mistaken  belief  he  had  adopted. 

"  I  will  do  as  you  wish,"  she  answered  ;  *'  but 
what  explanation  shall  I  offer  for  surprising 
them  so  unexpectedly  ?  " 

"  Whatever  explanation  best  commends  itself 
to  your  prudence,  only  it  will  be  well  to  keep 
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prudence  in  view.  I  shall  have  no  reserves 
from  your  parents,  who  thought  they  be- 
stowed upon  me  a  priceless  treasure ;  on  that 
point  I  shall  of  necessity  undeceive  them. 
Your  mother  shall  receive  from  me  to-morrow, 
as  clear  and  unprejudiced  a  statement  of  the 
circumstances  which  have  led  to  our  present 
separation  as  I  can  induce  myself  to  write  to- 
night. So  it  will  scarcely  be  worth  while  to 
try  and  misstate  your  case.  I  have  warned 
you  ! " 

Lucia  clasped  her  hands  together. 

"  Is  this  necessary  ? "  she  asked,  in  a  low 
tone  of  strained  endurance.  "  I  would  not  beg 
your  mercy  for  myself,  but  I  beseech  you  not 
to  write  to  my  mother !  It  would  not  be  an 
unprejudiced  statement,  and — it  would  break 
her  heart ! " 

"These  considerations  should  have  occurred 
to  you  before,"  he  answered,  "and  you  will 
scarcely  mend  matters  by  adding  insult  to 
injury.  I  will  do  so  much  of  a  husband's  duty 
as  to  commend  you  stringently  to  her  safe  keep- 
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ing.  AYliat  else  I  may  determine  is  no  longer 
business  of  yours ;  but  ultimately  I  shall  take 
up  my  burden  again.  I  mean,  when  I  go  to 
sea,  I  take  you  with  me — not  as  wife,  but  as  a 
weak  and  fallen  woman,  whom  it  is  my  bitter 
business  to  protect  against  herself.  I  could 
not  answer  it  to  my  conscience  to  leave  you 
in  England." 

He  waited  for  her  to  reply,  but  she  was 
silent.  The  feeling  his  conduct  excited  in  her 
mind  was  a  grieved  wonder  at  his  inhumanity. 
Could  he  ever  have  loved  her  1  had  he  no  com- 
prehension of  her  state  of  mind — her  self-con- 
demnation— her  penitence — her  deep  desire  to 
offer  what  atonement  w^as  in  her  power  1  But 
if  he  chose  thus  to  thrust  her  away,  and  hurt 
and  degrade  her  to  the  utmost,  nothing  re- 
mained for  her  to  do  but  to  accept  his  severity 
with  submission,  and  with  what  power  of  self- 
respect  was  left  to  her. 

She  was  not  guilty  as  he  thought  her,  but 
she  was  guilty  enough — condemned  before  God 
and   her   own    conscience.       She   thought    his 
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treatment  harsh  and  unjust;  but  she  acknow- 
ledged that  the  criminal  is  not  the  best  judge 
of  the  fairness  of  the  sentence,  and  that  the  only 
dignity  left  her  was  to  acquiesce  in  her  husband's 
decisions. 

"  Shall  we  return  to  the  house  and  say  good- 
bye to  Lady  Hamilton  1 "  she  .  asked  after  a 
pause,  during  which  she  had  taken  her  resolu- 
tion; ''or  what  do  you  propose?" 

"Would  you  be  equal  to  such  a  farce,  or 
fraud  rather?"  was  his  answer.  "No;  we 
will  escape,  not  court  attention  :  we  will 
walk  in  the  direction  of"  —  home  he  was 
going  to  say,  but  corrected  himself  quickly 
— "  of  Hawthorndene,  and  shall  probably  meet 
the  carriage." 

He  stepped  forward  and  opened  the  little 
wicket-gate  for  her  to  pass  through  before  him, 
with  marked  ceremoniousness. 

"  You  will  understand,"  he  said,  "  that  I 
accompany  you  in  defiance  of  personal  feeling, 
as  a  simple  point  of  duty  which,  though  you 
have  foregone,  I  still  acknowledge." 
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V 

She  made  no  answer  except  lifting  to  his  as 
she  passed  him  her  tender  eyes  full  of  tears,  but 
expressing  no  other  reproach. 

An  hour  later  she  was  standing  ready  dressed 
for  her  journey,  waiting  for  the  carriage  to  be 
announced,  which  her  husband  had  told  her  he 
would  do  himself. 

She  stood  by  the  window  of  her  dressing- 
room — the  pretty  and  dainty  chamber  which 
Hugh  had  taken  such  pride  in  having  refitted 
and  adorned  according  to  her  own  taste — and 
looked  across  the  smooth  lawns  and  dazzling 
flower-beds  to  the  park  beyond,  where  the 
evening  shadows  of  the  trees  were  lying  mo- 
tionless on  the  grass. 

Should  she  see  it  all  no  more  *?  was  the  brief 
blessedness  of  her  married  life  over  for  ever — 
and  hers  the  fault  *?  How  short  her  hold  had 
been  of  that  sweet  home  and  of  her  innocent 
delights  !  That  Christmas  morning,  when  her 
heart  had  been  so  full  of  thankful  joy,  and 
Hugh  had  kissed  her  with  such  pride  and 
tenderness,  and  wished  her  a  lifetime  of  merry 
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Christmas -tides  —  was  it  only  last  year?  A 
great  gulf  seemed  to  divide  her  from  it,  and 
cheerful  pious  festivals  would  come  no  more 
perhaps  to  either  of  them.  Then  she  remem- 
bered her  mother's  ominous  words,  and  the 
thought  of  the  cruel  pain  about  to  be  inflicted 
on  that  sensitive  soul  pierced  her  through  and 
through. 

"  I  deserve  to  suflfer,  but,  would  to  God,  I 
could  suffer  alone  ! " 

She  felt  courage  and  self-control  ebbing 
away.  After  all,  was  it  not  her  fault  which 
had  transformed  Hugh  from  the  old  love  and 
gentleness  to  this  hard  severity  ?  And  on 
her  would  lie  the  sin  of  having  warped  and 
ruined  a  noble  nature ;  if  so,  her  punishment 
was  almost  greater  than  she  could  bear. 

Memory  mocked  her  with  a  thousand  recol- 
lections of  Hugh's  lifelong  devotion  to  her, 
trivial  in  themselves,  but  all  the  better  calcu- 
lated to  wound  and  soften  her  aching  heart. 
It  was  not  he  who  had  been  false  to  her — 
misled  by  winning  charm,  that  ought  to  have 
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lacked  the  power  to  lead  astray — but  she  who 
had  stumbled  and  fallen. 

When  a  moment  afterwards  the  door  opened 
and  Hugh  entered,  the  deep  tide  of  her  peni- 
tence and  yearning  was  at  its  full ;  to  win  his 
forgiveness  and  be  permitted  the  chance  of 
atonement,  were  become  the  one  good  to  be 
attained.  The  fact  that  he  looked  very  pale 
gave  to  her  trembling  desire  the  impulse 
required. 

She  took  a  few  hesitating  steps  towards  him, 
looked  in  his  face,  and  then  suddenly  flung 
herself  on  her  knees  at  his  feet. 

"  Do  not  send  me  away  !  it  is  too  hard.  Oh 
Hugh,  forgive  me  !  " 

She  would  have  strengthened  her  prayer  by 
the  natural  action  of  throwing  her  arms  about 
him,  but  she  feared  to  give  offence ;  as  it 
was  she  knelt  with  her  hands  clasped,  and 
eyes  raised  in  the  utmost  tension  of  supplica- 
tion. She  had  before  taken  off  her  bonnet  to 
relieve  her  aching  head,  and  now  the  impetu- 
osity of  her  movements  had  loosened  her  hair, 
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and  the  shining  coils  fell  over  her  shoulders  in 
effective  dishevelment. 

She  had  never  looked  more  beautiful. 

There  was  something  of  natural  asceticism 
in  Hugh  Marriott's  nature ;  he  perceived  this 
beauty  in  every  fibre  of  his  frame,  and  was 
instantly  on  his  guard  against- the  weakness. 
He  asked  himself  whether  he  should  forego  his 
deliberate  decision,  because  the  pathetic  love- 
liness of  his  guilty  wife  appealed  powerfully 
to  his  feelings  ?  No ;  it  was  precisely  in  such 
self-mastery  as  this  that  the  difference  lay  be- 
tween him  and  men  like  Everard  Deane. 

He  stooped  coldly  and  helped  her  to  rise. 

"  I  do  not  like  to  see  you  on  your  knees," 
he  said.  "It  is  not  a  proper  attitude  for  one 
human  being  to  assume  towards  another  ;  or  if 
in  your  case  it  may  be,  it  brings  home  your 
humiliation  too  painfully  to  my  mind.  It  is 
absolutely  necessary  for  me  to  send  you  away ; 
and  it  is  an  idle  waste  of  words  to  talk  of  for- 
giveness between  us.  AYrongs  like  mine  are 
not  often  forgiven." 
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She  saw  all  \Yas  in  vain,  and  with  a  great 
effort  recovered  her  self-command.  It  was  as 
much  as  she  could  do  to  fasten  up  the  heavy 
plaits  of  her  hair  with  her  trembling  hands ; 
but  this  accomplished,  and  her  bonnet  resumed, 
she  signified  she  was  ready  for  departure. 

During  the  interval  Hugh  had  approached 
the  disordered  dressing-table,  and  was  noting 
the  difierent  articles  with  which  it  was  strewn. 
Lucia's  jew^ el-box  stood  upon  it,  closed  and 
locked ;  he  lifted  it  in  his  hands  and  found  it 
was  very  heavy,  as  if  full. 

*'  Pardon  me  for  detaining  you  a  little 
longer,"  he  said,  in  the  formal  way  he  had 
thought  proper  to  adopt  in  speaking  to  her ; 
"  but  I  wish  to  open  this.  I  imagine  you  have 
left  all  your  trinkets  behind,  but  that  is  not 
necessary.  I  will  send  after  you  all  gifts  received 
from  friends  to  which  I  think  you  are  entitled, 
my  own  presents  I  shall  retain  ;  under  present 
circumstances  they  must  be  worthless.  If  you 
will  give  me  the  key,  I  will  ask  you  to  assist 
my  memory." 
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Lucia  silently  pointed  to  a  little  open  box 
which  contained  the  key  he  wanted ;  the  pro- 
posal was  painful  and  distasteful  to  her  in  the 
utmost  degree,  but  she  read  his  determination 
in  his  quiet  repressed  manner,  and  knew  that 
objection  would  be  useless.  Also,  the  process  of 
selection  was  likely  to  be  a  long  one,  and  was 
a  fresh  demand  upon  her  distressed  patience. 
She  dreaded  losing  the  up  express,  and  so 
driving  her  arrival  at  Eichmond  to  a  still 
later  and  more  irregular  hour. 

Hugh  opened  the  box,  and  began  to  examine 
diligently  the  contents  ;  they  were  not  so  nu- 
merous as  might  have  been  supposed,  for  Lucia 
was  not  a  woman  with  heaps  of  friends,  and  he 
was  not  personally  addicted  to  lavish  gifts.  The 
more  costly  trinkets  had  been  given  her  by  her 
parents  or  Helen ;  these,  with  some  others,  he 
put  carefully  aside,  separating  his  own  from 
them.  Before  finally  closing  the  box  he  opened 
a  deep  drawer  in  the  side,  which  had  up  to  that 
moment  escaped  his  observation.  It  contained 
nothing  besides  a  curious  shallow  casket,  with 
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which  he  was  entirely  imfamiliar.  He  exam- 
ined it  for  some  time  with  close  attention, 
and  with  a  sort  of  strange  angry  apprehen- 
sion rising  in  his  mind. 

"  What  is  this  ?  "  he  asked,  sharply.  "  I  have 
never  seen  it  before." 

"You  have  often  seen  me  wear  the  contents 
— a  pearl  necklace,  bracelets,  and  brooch.  They 
were  a  wedding-gift." 

His  face  changed  ominously.  "  I  remember — 
you  wore  them  on  your  wedding-day,  and  I  was 
under  the  impression  they  were  a  present  from 
your  father  ;  you  know  I  never  heed  such  things 
as  some  men  do.     Was  that  impression  false  ?  " 

She  made  a  gesture  of  assent. 

"  From  whom,  then,  did  you  receive  them  1 " 
he  asked,  almost  in  a  whisper,  and  with  his  eyes 
searching  her  face  relentlessly. 

It  was  a  crucial  moment,  for  Lucia  almost 
stood  in  dread  of  some  physical  violence  on  his 
part ;  but  on  the  other  hand,  her  conscience 
acquitted  her  of  blame,  and  enabled  her  to 
retain  perfect  dignity  and   self-control. 
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'^  I  might  say,"  she  answered  in  low  distinct 
tones,  and  meeting  his  menacing  glance  with- 
out shrinking,  "  that  I  did  not  know,  for  they 
were  sent  to  me  anonymously,  but  that  would 
not  be  the  truth.  I  have  every  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  they  were  given  to  me  by  Everard 
Deane." 

Hugh  uttered  an  ejaculation  between  an  oath 
and  a  groan — the  cup  of  bitterness  which  had 
been  filled  before  seemed  to  overflow;  the  cour- 
age of  his  wife  looked  to  him  like  effrontery, 
and  the  date  of  the  gift  carried  back  his  suspi- 
cions even  to  his  wedding-day.  He  had  been 
her  tool  and  victim  throug^hout. 

He  shook  the  box  roughly,  but  the  lock 
would  not  yield  to  his  violence;  then  he  held 
it  towards  her  at  arm's  length,  commanding  her 
in  a  voice  of  brutal  authority  to  open  it. 

Lucia  hesitated  a  moment,  but  she  perceived 
his  mood  was  such  that  protest  would  be 
nothing  less  than  dangerous.  The  key  was  in 
itself  a  dainty  work  of  art,  inlaid  with  jewels, 
and  she  wore  it  attached  to  her  watch-chain. 


LUCIA,    HUGH,    AND    Al^TOTHER.  61 

Her  doing  so  had  been  originally  Helen's  sug- 
gestion, who  had  been  present  at  the  delivery 
of  the  gift,  and  she  had  continued  the  habit 
without  reflection,  and  absolutely  without  at- 
taching any  sentiment  to  so  doing ;  but  she  was 
none  the  less  aware  that  it  would  have  a  fatal 
significance  in  her  husband's  eyes. 

She  detached  it  with  difficulty,  and  handed 
it  to  him  w4th  a  trembling  hand.  Hugh  took 
the  key  without  spoken  comment,  and  com- 
manded himself  so  far  as  to  manage  success- 
fully the  intricacy  of  the  lock ;  he  even  opened 
the  casket  gently,  and  gazed  at  its  contents 
with  a  certain  sort  of  deliberation,  but  his  face 
w^as  of  a  sickly  pallor,  and  his  eyes  shone  like 
flame. 

In  another  moment  he  had  reversed  the  box 
in  such  a  manner  as  to  shed  all  its  costly  con- 
tents on  the  floor  ;  the  next  they  were  trampled 
under  his  feet  into  an  indistinguishable  mass  of 
worthless  atoms. 

Lucia  uttered  no  sound,  but  she  shivered 
involuntarily. 
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"  Do  not  dare  to  speak,"  he  said,  "  or  you  will 
drive  me  to  worse  outrage.  Would  to  God  I 
had  beneath  my  feet  something  that  could 
wince  and  suffer !  But  my  time  will  come — 
wrongs  like  mine  don't  go  unavenged.  Go  ! " 
he  added,  with  a  gesture  of  dismissal ;  "  I  dare 
not  trust  myself  to  look  at  you,  again." 
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CHAPTER     XXXV. 

The  small  local  drama  that  was  being  enacted 
at  Stockdale  advanced  rapidly  during  the  next 
few  weeks.  We  call  it  small,  but  its  constitu- 
ents were  precisely  the  same  as  make  up  the 
most  momentous  and  tragic  incidents  of  human 
history; — the  strife  of  will,  desire,  and  passion — 
the  defeated  purpose  and  degraded  aspiration. 

It  was  known  that  Mr  Marriott  had  sig- 
nified his  intention  of  making  no  resistance 
whatever  to  the  claims  of  Lady  Portisham's 
niece,  and  was  winding  up  his  affairs  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and  dismissing  his  establish- 
ment, with  a  view  to  immediate  departure. 
Also,  that  he  had  entered  his  name  at  the  Ad- 
miralty as  a  man  seeking  instant  and  active 
employment,  and  to  whom  an  appointment  to  a 
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far-ofF  station  would  be  a  matter  of  preference 
rather  than  objection. 

The  circumstances  of  Lucia's  departure  on  a 
sudden  visit  to  her  parent's  house  were  natu- 
rally not  known,  although  the  observation  and 
gossip  of  servants  betrayed  that  there  was  some- 
thing unusual  and  suspicious  in  connection  with 
them. 

Lady  Hamilton  was  perhaps  the  only  mem- 
ber of  Stockdale  society  who  had  a  suspicion 
of  the  truth,  and  even  she  stopped  short  of 
attributing  the  smallest  real  transgression  to 
Lucia,  in  whose  honour  and  candour  she  had 
the  most  implicit  belief:  she  explained  to  her- 
self any  conjugal  rupture  which  might  have 
occurred  by  Hugh's  restless  and  ill-tempered 
jealousy,  or  by  some  indiscretion  on  the  part  of 
Deane. 

As  for  Everard  himself,  his  state  of  mind  was 
intolerable.  No  retribution  so  severe  had  ever 
tracked  his  errors  before.  In  giving  the  rein  to 
his  own  passion,  he  had  ruined  the  happiness 
of  a  woman  of  whom  it  is  little  to  say  she  was 
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dearer  to  him  than  his  own  life,  for  that  he  had 
always  lightly  regarded.  Her  instant  and  con- 
tumelious dismissal  was  known  to  him,  partly 
through  the  covert  watch  he  had  kept  over  her 
movements  for  the  rest  of  that  disastrous  day, 
partly  through  the  news  of  the  Hawthorndene 
household  percolating  through  Lucia's  maid  to 
Pietro,  and  dropping  in  pregnant  innuendo  from 
his  lips  before  his  master  had  time  to  silence 
him. 

If  Lucia  had  loved  him  (a  doubt  he  had  now 
decided  against  himself),  and  would  have  left 
her  home  for  his  protection,  Everard  would  have 
tried  to  convince  himself  and  her  that  such  a 
step  might  be  made  to  include  all  the  possi- 
bilities of  mortal  rapture  and  content ;  and  per- 
haps, owing  to  the  subtle  mixture  of  good  and 
evil  in  his  own  character,  the  union  mi^ht  have 
lacked  a  little  of  the  bitter  disappointment 
incident  to  like  ventures. 

But  he  never  entertained  the  hope  of  such  a 
consuitimation  :  had  even  Lucia  loved  him,  no 
power  he   could  exert  would  have  sufficed  to 
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overcome  her  repugnance  to  that  signal  apostasy 
from  all  the  traditions  of  duty  and  virtue,  and 
he  was  inclined  to  doubt  whether,  had  he  pos- 
sessed such  power,  he  would  have  chosen  to 
exercise  it.  The  delirious  joy  of  possession 
would  be  sorely  qualified  to  him  by  the  de- 
spondency and  remorse  of  his  mistress,  and  to 
these  sooner  or  later  she  would  have  become  a 
prey.  But  as  the  case  now  stood,  in  spite  of 
her  immaculate  goodness,  he  had  ruined  her 
peace  of  mind,  and  perhaps  her  social  position. 

She  was  condemned  for  his  fault :  not  for 
loving  him,  nor  even  for  encouraging  his  love, 
but  simply  because  her  husband  thought  his 
purity  soiled  by  the  knowledge  that  she  was 
loved  by  another  man.  Marriott  was  putting 
her  away  from  him — hardening  his  heart  against 
her — clouding  the  clear  waters  of  her  sweet  life. 
Could  he  do  nothing  to  save  her  1 

In  this  condition  of  restlessness  and  self- 
reproach — to  which  it  must  be  added  Hugh's 
action  in  regard  to  the  Hawthorndene  pro- 
perty gave  additional  zest — he  found  the  daily 
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life  at  Hurstpoint  hard  to  bear.  To  shut  himself 
away  from  observation  only  deepened  the  dis- 
comfort of  his  position,  and  yet  it  was  a  sore 
strain  to  defy  the  serious  penetration  of  his 
father  and  the  deferential  solicitude  of  Mrs 
Dunbar,  whom,  at  meal-times  at  least,  he  was 
constrained  to  meet,  and  who  watched  him  with 
the  combined  pertinacity  of  accredited  nurse 
and  faithful  friend. 

Still  worse  was  the  consciousness  that  Beatrix 
regarded  him  with  an  unexpressed  solicitude, 
the  more  oppressive  from  its  very  reserve. 

He  had  asked  her  one  day  why  she  had  not 
come  for  her  daily  lessons  to  his  room  as  usual, 
and  she  had  answered  she  feared  he  had  grown 
tired  of  teaching  her. 

"  Have  I  been  rough  and  impatient  then '? " 
he  asked,  almost  with  a  groan,  feeling  as  if 
everything  sweet  and  good  he  touched  turned 
to  ashes  in  his  hand.  The  girl  looked  at  him 
steadily,  but  he  saw,  to  his  pain  and  surprise, 
that  tears  were  gathering  in  her  eyes,  and  that 
her  lips  began  to  quiver. 
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*'  No,"  she  said  simply  ;  ''  but  I  saw  you  were 
unhappy,  and  I  know  how  hard  it  is  to  be 
patient  then." 

*'  You  saw,  little  one — you  know ! "  he  re- 
peated, smiling.  *'  Is  it  that  I  am  so  poor  a 
dissembler,  or  that  you  are  so  versed  in  the 
secrets  of  the  human  heart '?  It  is  as  if  a  babe 
were  to  enlighten  its  nurse  ! " 

*'  I  am  not  a  babe,"  she  answered,  with  more 
energy  than  he  had  ever  heard  in  her  tones 
before ;  "  I  am  eighteen.  When  will  you  consider 
me  a  woman — '  grown  up,'  as  you  call  it  1  " 

"  Never  !  You  will  always  be  the  little  child 
your  dear  mother  put  into  my  arms  and  bade 
me  take  care  of  for  her  sake.  You  may  very 
likely  be  regarded  as  a  goddess  by  other  men, 
and  prayed  to  as  such  ;  but  in  my  eyes,  Beatrix, 
time  won  t  touch  you.  You  nestle  in  my  heart 
as  the  baby-girl  of  a  dozen  years  ago,  and  help 
to  keep  that  corner  of  it  at  least  sweet  and 
clean." 

He  turned  from  her,  but  she  called  him  back 
by  a  timid  gesture. 
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May  I  come  to  you  and  say  my  lessons  to- 


morrow ? 


He  said  "  yes  "  kindly  ;  but  she  saw  the  per- 
mission was  carelessly  and  languidly  given,  and 
did  not  go.  It  hurt  her  deeply  to  find  that, 
when  they  met  again,  he  did  not  refer  to  the 
matter,  but  seemed  to  have  forgotten  the  ar- 
rangement. 

He  was  in  this  mood  of  mind,  constantly  re- 
volving the  problem  how  best  to  undo  the  harm 
he  had  done,  when  it  occurred  to  him  to  call  on 
Lady  Hamilton.  He  knew  she  was  very  inti- 
mate with  the  Marriotts,  and  could  possibly 
tell  him  much  that  he  desired  to  know;  also, 
he  would  gather  from  her  whether  any  rumour 
were  afloat  which  could  hurt  Lucia's  fair  fame. 

It  was  a  day  of  sultry  brooding  weather  in 
the  middle  of  August,  and  Lady  Hamilton,  not 
expecting  visitors  till  the  canonical  hours  for 
social  intercourse  arrived,  was  lying  back  at  her 
ease  in  a  favourite  lounging-chair,  in  her  morn- 
ing-room, wrapped  in  a  very  comfortable  but 
unbecoming  dressing-gown,  and  with  a  charm- 
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ing  novel  in  her  hand.  Every  window  was 
open  to  admit  air,  and  every  Venetian  closed  to 
exclude  sunshine. 

She  was  annoyed  at  the  interruption  when 
the  card  was  brought  her,  but  relaxed  on  read- 
ing the  name  upon  it. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  "  she  asked, 
extending  her  hand  as  her  visitor  entered,  but 
neither  turning  her  head  nor  changing  her 
attitude, — '*  you  abroad  in  such  a  glare !  I 
imagined  you  being  fanned  by  punkahs.  I 
have  no  doubt  you  have  introduced  such  an 
arrangement  at  Hurstpoint  for  casual  seasons 
such  as  this — with  the  signorina  at  the  piano 
in  the  corner ;  for  it  is  never  too  hot  to 
sing,  or  at  least  to  listen  to  singing.  What  is 
wTong  J 

*'  Your  ladyship  is  wrong — I  am  a  salaman- 
der and  enjoy  this  weather;  and  although  I 
have  occasionally  given  the  signorina  a  music- 
lesson,  I  assure  you  her  time  is  too  profitably 
employed  to  admit  of  her  sacrificing  it  for  my 
amusement.     May  I  lighten  one  of  the  blinds  ? 
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I  perceive  your  mood  is  aggressive,  and  I  like 
to  be  able  to  see  my  enemy  ! " 

"  As  I  am  rather  a  greater  fright  than  usual,  I 
should  prefer  not  to  be  seen,  but  I  sacrifice 
myself  to  friendship.  Shut  that  window  before 
you  sit  down — a  decrepit  valetudinarian  like 
you  should  never  put  yourself  with  your  back 
to  a  draught.  And  now,  are  we  settled  ?  Again 
I  ask  you,  what  is  the  matter '?  What  do  you 
want  of  me  ?  " 

"  I  want  news  of  Lucia  Marriott." 

"  Then  you  have  come  to  the  wrong  person, 
Everard ;  I  should  rather  ask  that  question  of 
you.  Whose  fault  is  it  that  she  is  an  alien 
from  her  own  house  and  her  good  young  hus- 
band's favour,  and  suffering  for  other  short- 
cominofs  than  her  own  1  How  could  a  man  of 
the  world  like  you  so  recklessly  compromise 
the  poor  thing's  good  name  and  domestic 
peace  for  —  I  cannot  conceive  what  ?  Why 
were  you  not  content  with  her  good  opinion  ?  I 
have  heard  her  praise  and  defend  you  over  and 
over  again — she  will  never  do  that  any  more." 
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"  How  do  you  know  all  this  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Her  husband  has  been  to  see  me,  and 
though  he  thinks  he  has  told  me  nothing,  I 
have  naturally  had  certain  questions  to  ask, 
and  he  has  not  the  gift  of  reticence,  especially 
when  speaking  of  you." 

Everard  did  not  answer,  and  Lady  Hamilton 
looking  at  him  curiously,  saw  an  expression  in 
his  face  so  intense  and  yet  so  controlled,  that 
she  felt  baffled. 

"  Are  you — after  all  your  experiences — in 
love  with  your  neighbour's  wife  ? " 

He  looked  up  very  gravely.  '*  You  imply 
a  reproach  or  a  sneer,  but  I  loved  Lucia  before 
she  was  any  man's  wife — when  I  was  told  she 
was  willing  to  be  mine ;  and  I  suppose  I  love 
her  with  a  strength  of  feeling  not  often  expe- 
rienced in  these  lukewarm  days.  Men  and 
women  are  accustomed  to  say  they  would  die 
for  those  who  are  dearest  to  them  :  I  would  do 
that  as  a  matter  of  course  and  think  very  little 
of  it,  for  I  don't  much  value  my  life.  But  I 
would  do  more.      I  would  live  for  her;    live 
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dishonoured,  or  tormented,  or  desolate,  to  the 
longest  term  of  possible  existence,  if  by  so 
doing  I  could  restore  the  happiness  I  have 
destroyed.  I  am  come  to  ask  you  if  you  can 
help  me  in  this  direction  1 " 

"  And  is  it  in  this  *  high  falutin '  strain  you 
have  made  love  to  her  ? " 

"  You  must  not  mock  me,''  he  said,  "  for  I 
have  not  a  quip  or  retort  at  command.  I 
know  how  honest  and  good  your  heart  is  at 
the  core,  and  it  is  to  that  I  am  laying  my 
folly  bare.  Tell  me,  if  there  is  any  reparation 
in  my  power  ?  " 

"  What  does  that  mean  in  plain  English  ? 
that  you  are  anxious  to  make  her  and  her 
husband  friends  again  ? " 

"Yes,  if  I  am  convinced  that  her  happiness 
lies  in  that  direction.  I  suppose  he  has  cooled 
down  by  this  time,  and  might  be  induced  to 
hear  reason.  Does  it  strike  you  as  a  monstrous 
idea,  an  unmanly  concession — women  are  the 
best  judges  in  these  things — for  me  to  go  to 
him  and  try  to  convince  him  that  I  came  upon 
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his  wife  unawares,  and  forced  her  against  in- 
clination as  well  as  conscience  to  listen  to  me  ? 
Also,  that  she  has  never,  from  the  first  moment 
we  met,  given  me  word  or  look  that  went  be- 
yond the  genial  kindness  she  shows  to  all  her 
friends '? " 

'^  I  do  not  think  mere  assertion  would  do 
much  good ;  he  would  take  all  that  as  the 
routine  practice  of  a  man  of  honour,  and  would 
probably  insult  you." 

"  About  that  I  am  quite  indifierent ;  only  if 
this  will  not  do,  try  and  suggest  some  more 
effectual  way." 

"  Perhaps  if  you  Avere  to  pledge  yourself 
never  to  seek  her  ao^ain  —  to  the  lenoth  of 
practical  and  perpetual  avoidance ;  but — I  see — 
that  is  more  than  you  are  prepared  to  do." 
She  smiled  ironically. 

**You  are  mistaken;  it  would  not  be  more. 
That  is,  I  would  pledge  myself  never  to  speak 
to  her  again  nor  to  solicit  her  attention ;  but 
at  the  same  time,  I  should  wish  to  reserve  to 
myself  the  privilege  of  seeing  her  sometimes — 
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unknown  to  herself — if  only  to  discover  that 
my  sacrifice  had  made  her  happy.  I  should 
hesitate  to  bind  myself  to  forego  that." 

"  Well,  you  would  be  at  liberty  to  guard 
that  point  as  a  reservation  in  your  own  mind, 
I  suppose ;  you  would  scarcely  lay  it  before 
Hugh  Llarriott  as  part  of  the  bargain.  Still  I 
doubt  your  success — he  is  stubborn  and  unfor- 
giving, like  all  the  impeccables." 

There  was  a  short  silence,  then  he  resumed — 

"  There  is  another  thing  that  troubles  me  ; 
he  is  giving  up  everything  without  protest  or 
examination,  and  even  pledges  himself  to  dis- 
charge the  arrears  due  to  the  heiress  in  process 
of  time.  You  will  allow  that  in  making  him 
Lady  Portisham's  heir,  I  did  him  unintention- 
ally an  irreparable  injury." 

Lady  Hamilton  glanced  keenly  at  her  com- 
panion ;  she  perceived  that  in  his  great  preoccu- 
pation he  had  inadvertently  admitted  a  fact  he 
had  hitherto  guarded  as  a  secret,  but  which  she 
herself  had  often  inferred  from  words  spoken 
by  Lucia. 
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"Are  you  going  to  propose  endowing  him 
with  another  estate  on  a  firmer  basis  ? " 

"Not  in  my  lifetime,  at  least.  I  fear  he 
would  take  that  as  adding  insult  to  injury. 
But  he  is  going  back  to  his  profession;  we 
have  no  interest  at  the  Admiralty,  but  Sir 
Owen  has  much  —  would  he  be  disposed  to 
exert  it?" 

"  I  do  not  think  it  will  be  necessary.  Lieu- 
tenant Marriott  belonged  to  a  special  branch 
of  the  service,  and  has  volunteered  to  go  out 
to  superintend  some  nautical  surveying  of  the 
remoter  portions  of  the  Australian  coast.  I 
believe  young  and  ambitious  officers  shun  this 
kind  of  duty,  as  it  shuts  them  off  from  promo- 
tion, and  means  long  exile  from  friends  and 
England.  But  his  motive,  my  dear  Everard,  is 
clear  enough." 

'*  I  do  not  see  it." 

"  He  takes  his  wife  with  him." 

Everard's  face  changed.  "  Impossible  !  I 
have  heard  her  express  horror  of  the  sea,  and  a 
forced  exile  to  the  antipodes  would  be  too  cruel." 
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''  For  whom  1  Not  for  lier,  if  she  loves  her 
husband,  and  is  reconciled  to  him — the  sacrifice 
will  be  all  the  more  welcome.  Not  for  you, 
since  you  are  already  prepared  at  all  points  to 
renounce  her." 

"  Then  I  am  a  liar  and  a  hypocrite,  or  rather 
a  self-deceived  fool.  Take  her  with  him  to 
Australia,  away  from  her  friends  whom  she 
loves  so  tenderly,  for  a  term  of  years  I  She 
will  die  of  unconfessed  misery — he  will  starve 
her  heart  to  death." 

He  got  up  and  went  to  a  distant  window. 
Lady  Hamilton  saw  he  was  deeply  moved. 

"  Her  fate  is  fixed,"  she  said,  "  for  Hugh 
Marriott  came  to  me  yesterday,  and  took  me 
a  little  into  his  confidence.  His  mind  is  fully 
made  up.  He  is  going  unconsciously  to  lend 
his  aid  to  your  virtuous  resolutions,  friend 
Everard.  Eecall  your  own  fine  words  just 
now." 

"  I  do  recall  them.  I  said  I  would  bear  much 
for  her  sake;  I  said  nothing  of  bearing  the  inflic- 
tion of  misery  upon  herself." 
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"  It  is  the  best  thing  for  both  of  you.  Sup- 
pose she  were  to  be  left  behind  at  her  mother's, 
would  you  keep  your  vows  1 " 

"Ah,"  he  said,  "you  torture  me.  There  are 
temptations  which  it  is  not  given  to  me  to 
resist." 

They  rose  before  him  as  he  spoke,  fired  by 
the  lurid  lights  of  his  imagination  and  his  love. 
Her  loneliness,  which  would  render  her  so  sus- 
ceptible to  the  influences  he  would  have  it  in 
his  power  to  bring  to  bear  upon  it :  the  re- 
sources of  his  comprehension,  sympathy,  and 
care.  Would  they  not  conquer  at  last  ?  and 
should  he  not  see  her  stepping  down  from  the 
bleak  heights  of  sterile  duty,  to  join  hand  in 
hand,  heart  to  heart,  on  the  fervid  plains  of 
passion?  What,  after  all,  was  there  on  the 
other  side  comparable  to  the  joy  of  such  com- 
munion ?  What  had  virtue  to  show  as  an 
equivalent  for  bliss  ? 

Lucia  his — not  body  only,  but  soul  and  spirit 
— in  a  union  at  once  indissoluble  and  intimate. 
The  protest  of  society  would  be  less  than  noth- 
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inof  in  the  account ;  and  as  for  shame  and  self- 
reproach,  they  should  not  touch  her.  He  would 
satisfy  and  strengthen  her  heart. 

He  turned  his  pale  face  and  gleaming  eyes 
towards  Lady  Hamilton. 

"  The  question  is  not  what  I  might  do  under 
certain  circumstances,  but  what  a  delicate  and 
sensitive  woman  can  endure.  To  be  banished 
to  Australia  will  be  worse  than  death  ;  and  life 
at  sea  in  a  man-of-war  will  be  so  terrible  to 
her  constitution  and  her  nerves,  that  I  doubt 
if  that  may  not  be  death  itself  Her  friends 
and  parents  must  prevent  this." 

Lady  Hamilton  was  silent. 

"  Do  not  you  agree  with  me  ?  " 

'*  My  dear  friend,"  she  answered  kindly,  "  I 
see  you  are  terribly  in  earnest,  and  that  you  are 
quite  disinterested  in  your  objection  to  this 
scheme.  But  there  is  no  help  for  it.  Forgive 
me  if  I  say  that,  now  I  have  heard  and  seen 
you,  I  should  feel  it  my  duty  to  confirm  Hugh 
Marriott  in  his  purpose.  As  for  her  parents, 
they  will  not  interfere.     Her  mother  is  a  strict 
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religious  woman,  wlio  would  rather  follow  her 
daughter  to  the  grave  than  keep  her  at  home 
exposed  to  your  solicitations." 

"  There  should  be  no  danger  of  that.  To  save 
her  from  a  penal  punishment  like  this,  I  will 
willingly  go  back  to  my  first  position.  I  will 
give  husband  and  friends  any  guarantees  they 
choose  that  I  will  not  molest  her.  Can  I  do 
more  '?    But  I  am  willing,  if  more  is  to  be  done." 

**  And  for  all  that,  I  would  not  trust  you  ! 
You  mean  what  you  say,  and  you  are  capable 
of  great  acts  of  self-denial ;  but  should  any  sud- 
den temptation  arise,  your  passion  would  sweep 
down  your  purpose  at  the  first  blast.  After  all, 
there  is  nothing  like  the  solid  earth  of  religious 
obligation  as  a  foundation  to  build  on.  Your 
ought,  Everard,  is  not  imperious  enough ;  it 
would  be  over  -  crowed  by  desire  and  oppor- 
tunity. Mrs  Marriott  will  be  safer  in  Aus- 
tralia." 

"  You  are  an  honest  friend,"  he  answered, 
with  a  dreary  smile,  "  but  a  poor  comforter. 
I    ask  for   bread,   and   you   give   me  a   stone. 
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Somehow,  all  through  life,  I  have  never  had 
served  out  to  me  the  food  convenient  for  me." 

*'  As  for  that,  I  imagine  we  all  pretty  well 
choose  our  own  bill  of  fare,  or,  at  least,  it  is 
only  children  that  ask  to  be  fed.  I  suppose 
some  of  us  reject  as  flat  and  tasteless  what 
to  others  is  the  very  bread  of  life,  and  can 
easily  believe  your  choice  of  dainties  at  the  feast 
has  not  been  a  very  judicious  one.  Suppose 
you  take  this  trouble  of  yours  as  an  invitation 
to  turning  over  a  new  leaf  and  becoming  a 
useful  member  of  society  ?  You  look  surprised, 
but  I  can  give  good  advice  upon  occasion." 

"  I  should  have  become  an  excellent  member 
of  society  if  I  had  married  Lucia  Prescott ;  but 
this  chance  was  denied  me." 

"  Nonsense  !  In  that  case  you  would  have 
dwindled  into  a  stay-at-home,  uxorious  country 
gentleman,  with  no  ambition  beyond  seeing 
your  wife  the  best -dressed  and  best -pleased 
woman  in  the  county,  and  no  more  stimulat- 
ing resources  than  your  pianoforte  and  the  last 
new  poem.     My  dear  —  let   me  speak  to  you 
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as  a  motlier  might  have  done — you  were  meant 
for  better  things  than  these.  Find  out  what 
they  are,  and  do  them." 

"  I  should  have  made  a  good  music-master, 
and  not  a  bad  public  sieger ;  but  again,  fate 
was  against  me." 

'^  I  see,"  said  Lady  Hamilton,  "you  won't 
show  me  your  serious  side.  You  might  have 
been,  under  certain  conditions,  saint  or  re- 
former. I  sometimes  wonder,  on  the  principle 
of  the  demand  producing  the  supply,  that  our 
modern  Babylon  has  never  found  its  prophet, 
equal  to  waking  up  its  shallow  and  lymphatic 
multitudes  to  the  lost  notions  of  right  and 
wrong,  of  Divine  requirement  and  human  re- 
sponsibility. If  you  had  the  necessary  belief, 
you  have  all  the  other  gifts  that  are  wanted, 
of  course  under  modern  adaptations  and  re- 
serves. Own  I  can  see  into  a  millstone  as  far 
as  my  neighbours  ! " 

Everard  had  an  almost  morbid  dislike  to  find 
himself  an  object  of  personal  discussion,  and 
rose  to  take  his  leave. 
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*' At  all  events/'  he  said,  "it  is  too  late  for 
me  to  undertake  a  new  vocation  :  prophets  and 
their  congeners  are  consecrated  from  infancy,  I 
believe.  Unfortunately  for  me  I  have  always 
heard  very  little  of  that  imperious  ought  which 
I  am  glad  to  find  is  held  in  such  honour  by 
your  ladyship, — I  wish  it  had  been  a  little  less 
powerful  on  this  occasion." 

Here  a  servant  entered  to  ask  if  his  mistress 
were  at  home,  as  Mr  Marriott  had  called  and 
would  like  to  see  her. 

Lady  Hamilton  turned  to  Everard  with  a 
look  of  anxiety. 

"  You  were  on  the  point  of  departure — let  me 
beg  of  you  to  go  at  once.  There  is  nothing  I 
should  dislike  so  much  as  a  meeting  between 
you  under  my  roof.  All  that  you  have  pro- 
posed to  say  to  him  would  be  worse  than 
useless." 

"  Your  wish,  of  course,  is  conclusive ;  but 
if  he  has  any  news "  he  hesitated. 

"  I  will  come  and  see  Beatrix  in  the  cool  of 
the  evening,  and  all  that  he  tells  me  you  shall 
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know.  But  he  has  only  come  now  on  a  point 
of  very  uninteresting  business." 

She  held  out  her  hand,  which  Everard  raised 
respectfully  to  his  lips. 

"  I  have  not  been  half  grateful  enough  for 
your  patience  with  me  this  morning,''  he  said, 
"but  forgive  this  with  all  other  offences,  and 
be  my  friend  still  in  spite  of  ill-desert ! " 

"A  friendship,"  she  answered  smiling,  "that 
will  very  soon  be  put  to  the  proof!  Hugh 
Marriott  is  a  good  hater;  for  my  sake  don't 
keep  him  waiting;  open  that  window  and  go 
out  through  the  garden.  I  will  have  no  col- 
lision on  the  stairs  !  " 
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CHAPTER    XXXVL 

When  the  cab  in  which  Lucia  had  driven 
from  the  station  reached  her  father's  house 
at  Richmond,  it  was  close  upon  eleven  o'clock, 
Mr  Prescott's  routine  hour  for  securing  locks 
and  bolts  and  sending  the  household  to  bed. 
The  cabman's  summons  was  answered  almost 
before  he  had  let  the  knocker  fall  from  his 
hand,  as  Willis  was  in  the  very  act  of  bolt- 
ing the  door  for  the  night.  Lucia  perceiving 
that  there  was  some  hesitation  on  the  part  of 
the  old  servant,  let  herself  out  of  the  cab,  and 
came  forward  to  make  herself  known.  She 
was  deeply  anxious  that  her  untimely  visit 
should  attract  as  little  attention  as  possible. 

"  It  is  quite  right,  Willis,"  she  said,  approach- 
ing near  enough  the  open  door  he  was  guarding 
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to  receive  the  inner  light  upon  her  face  and 
figure.  "Be  good  enough  to  look  to  my  lug- 
gage, and  pay  and  dismiss  the  man  quietly.  I 
am  not  expected,  but  I  hope  my  father  and 
mother  are  at  home." 

The  man's  face  brightened, — he  had  known 
and  loved  her,  as  we  have  said"  before,  from  a 
child. 

"  You  must  be  always  welcome,  ma'am,"  he 
said  heartily,  "whenever  you  do  come ;  but  a 
little  later  you  would  have  had  to  knock  up 
the  house :  we  keep  up  the  old  rules,  you  see. 
The  master  is  out  of  town,  but  Mrs  Prescott  is 
still  sitting  up — only  all  the  lights  are  turned 
off." 

"  I  will  sit  down  for  a  moment  here  and 
wait  till  you  are  ready,  then  you  shall  light  me 
up-stairs,"  said  Lucia,  placing  herself  on  the 
familiar  old  ottoman,  and  dreamily  watching 
the  man  as  he  went  his  rounds,  shaded  lamp  in 
hand.  So  had  she  sometimes  watched  him  in 
her  happy  girlish  days,  on  returning  from  some 
lively   party,  where    she   had    perhaps    stayed 
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beyond  the  appointed  hour.  It  was  a  great 
comfort  to  find  herself  once  more  amidst  these 
dear  accustomed  surroundings — at  home  in  a 
sense  fuller  and  more  satisfying  than  ever 
belongs  to  any  other  roof-tree,  be  the  husband 
what  he  may.  It  is  the  mother's  love  and  the 
child's  blessed  sense  of  safeguardedness  and 
irresponsibility  that  give  a  peace  and  security 
to  the  first  home  of  our  affections  which  can 
never  be  transferred  to  another. 

Indeed,  as  the  girl's  unhappy  thoughts  re- 
curred to  that  she  had  left,  she  felt  an  emotion 
of  profound  gratitude  that  she  had  this  to  come 
to  as  an  asylum.  It  was  a  relief  that  her  father 
was  away ;  she  would  not  at  present  be  forced 
to  meet  the  painful  necessity  of  stating  and 
defending  her  position  ;  on  her  mother's  tender- 
ness and  forgiveness  she  thought  she  could  con- 
fidently rely. 

The  last  incidents  which  had  occurred  before 
leaving  Hawthorndene  seemed  to  have  confused 
the  current  of  her  mind.  She  could  not  fix  the 
limit  where  her  husband's  just  severity  ended 
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and  his  cruelty  and  outrage  began,  or  decide 
the  dimensions  of  her  fault,  and  the  leno;th  to 
which  his  right  of  punishing  and  disgracing 
her  extended.  She  seemed  to  want  a  hand  to 
guide  her  in  the  way  she  should  go  :  would  her 
mother  be  equal  to  the  demand  of  her  present 
extremity  ? 

"  Now,  ma'am,  I  am  at  your  service,"  said 
Willis ;  "  you  will  excuse  my  saying  how  sur- 
prised and  delighted  the  mistress  will  be." 

Lucia  followed  him  up -stairs,  he  carefully 
lighting  her  footsteps  as  they  went,  to  the  door 
of  the  familiar  morning  -  room  in  which  Mrs 
Prescott  always  preferred  to  sit  when  alone. 
It  was  full  of  the  memories  of  the  days  when 
her  girls  were  her  constant  companions,  and 
the  solitary  woman  fed  her  tender  heart  with 
such  associations.  She  was  sitting  now  as 
Lucia  had  often  seen  her  sitting  before,  with 
her  little  reading-table  in  front  of  her,  and  her 
open  Bible  upon  it,  and  the  face  she  lifted  up 
at  the  unexpected  opening  of  the  door  ex- 
pressed an  almost  absolute  serenity. 
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*'  An  unexpected  visitor,  ma'am,"  said  Willis, 
his  honest  face  one  broad  grin  of  delight  that 
was  sufficient  to  appease  the  most  nervous 
anxiety — "  Mrs  Marriott"  ;  and  then  he  retired 
swiftly  and  closed  the  door  upon  them. 

Lucia,  who  had  held  back  a  little  not  to 
alarm  her  mother,  now  that  she  was  within 
the  magnetism  of  her  presence,  rushed  into 
her  arms,  and  pressed  her  against  her  bosom. 
Here,  here  at  least  was  a  love  to  which  she 
was  entitled,  which  would  distil  like  balm  upon 
her  wounded  heart. 

"  Mother  !  mother  !  "  she  cried,  with  an  in- 
tensity which  seemed  very  strange  to  the  quiet 
ears  she  addressed,  but  which  arose  from  the 
long  repression  of  her  own  feelings,  "  say  you 
are  glad  to  see  me !     Kiss  me  again,  darling  !  " 

Mrs  Prescott  kissed  her  a^ain  as  she  de- 
sired,  but  with  more  agitation  and  less  effusion 
than  the  eager  girl  expected.  She  was  indeed 
sadly  perturbed  by  the  suddenness  of  her 
appearance. 

"  Where  is  your  husband,  dear  ? "  she  asked. 
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nervously.  "  Are  you  alone '?  and  is  it  not 
very  late  for  you  to  be  travelling  by  yourself  1 
Is  anything  wrong,  dear  Lucia  ?  It  seems  so 
strange ! " 

She  looked  up  into  her  daughter's  face  with 
something  of  the  old  deprecation  of  manner,  as 
if  half  doubtful  whether  she  was^not  going  be- 
yond her  rights  in  pressing  these  inquiries,  and 
by  so  doing  called  forth  in  Lucia's  mind  the 
same  feeling  of  yearning,  half-pitying  tender- 
ness, which  had  always  been  the  form  in  which 
her  love  for  her  mother  manifested  itself.  She 
decided  at  once  she  would  not  trouble  her 
mother's  peace  of  mind  and  endanger  her  rest 
that  night. 

"  I  am  quite  well,"  she  said,  evasively,  "and 
so  is  Hugh.  My  coming  was  such  a  sudden 
thought,  we  had  no  time  to  write,  and  I  knew 
my  darling  was  sure  to  be  always  found  at 
home.     You  are  glad  to  see  me  1 " 

Mrs  Prescott  met  the  wistful  look,  felt  the 
pathetic  ring  in  the  dear  familiar  voice,  and 
her  eyes  filled  suddenly  with  tears. 
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"  Glad  to  see  you,  clear  ?  Yes ;  but  I  wish 
Husjh  had  come  too.  Is  he  comino;  to- 
morrow  ? " 

"  You  will  hear  from  him  to-morrow.  His 
arrangements  are  not  quite  fixed,"  replied  Lucia, 
with  difficulty ;  "  but,  you  know,  we  are  obliged 
to  leave  Hawthorndene." 

Mrs  Prescott  felt  relieved.  Here,  no  doubt, 
lay  the  solution  of  a  mystery  she  had  felt  was 
painful. 

"  To  be  sure  !  "  she  said ;  "  I  understand 
now.  It  is  a  very  grievous  business,  dear — it 
cannot  be  right !  " 

She  began  to  ask  questions,  which  Lucia  did 
her  best  to  answer  without  betraying  how  far 
away  this  matter  was  from  the  trouble  of  her 
mind.  While  talking,  she  laid  aside  her  bonnet 
and  cloak,  and  pushed  back  the  hair  from  her 
forehead  with  the  gesture  habitual  to  her  when 
sad  and  weary.  Her  mother  was  at  once  re- 
called to  her  neglected  duties. 

"  My  dear,  how  forgetful  I  am  !  You  must 
be  quite  faint  for  want  of  something  to  eat ; 
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but,  you  know,  everything  is  locked  up  at  this 
time  of  night.     I  will  go  to  cook's  room." 

Before  Lucia  could  protest  she  wanted  noth- 
ing, there  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  Willis 
entered,  beaming,  with  a  supper-tray,  on  which 
he  had  arranged  a  dainty  little  meal,  with  a  due 
regard  to  his  young  lady's  aflfectioiiately  remem- 
bered tastes.  He  placed  it  with  functional 
stolidity,  oddly  contradicted  by  the  twinkle  in 
his  eye,  on  a  table  before  her,  adding,  as  he 
retired — 

"  Please,  ma'am,  Madeira — I  remember  you 
could  never  abide  sherry." 

"  Thanks  !  "  said  Lucia,  almost  too  warmly  ; 
for  when  the  heart  has  been  grievously  wound- 
ed, every  common  act  of  consideration  becomes 
a  boon  for  which  to  be  grateful.  Then  her 
mother  came  to  the  table  to  pour  out  the  wine, 
and  choose  the  daintiest  morsels,  that  she  might 
be  tempted  to  eat  and  drink ;  and  although  a 
few  moments  before  Lucia  would  have  said  it 
was  impossible  for  her  to  touch  food,  now  that 
it  was  actually  before  her,  she  found  she  was 
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really  sick  Avitli  exhaustion,  and  that  her 
healthy  youth  was  prepared  to  vindicate  its 
natural  claims  to  appetite.  Her  mother  sat 
near  her,  pleasing  herself  with  waiting  upon 
her,  and  observing  the  signs  of  reviving 
animation. 

"  It  reminds  me,"  she  said,  smiling,  "  of  the 
time  when  you  and  Helen  were  children,  and 
used  to  sit  up  to  supper  as  a  great  treat,  and 
we  were  homely  enough  to  dine  at  two  o'clock. 
At  least,  my  dear,  you  have  both  been  happy 
in  your  marriage — it  would  have  broken  my 
heart  otherwise ;  there  could  not  be  a  kinder 
husband  than  Philip  Lorimer,  and  if  ever  a 
girl  loved  a  man  dearly,  Lucia,  you  loved 
your  Hugh.  As  I  sit  alone  here  I  often  think 
about  it  all,  and  admire  the  courage  and  trust 
you  showed.  I  could  not  have  been  so  brave, 
dear !  Trouble  is  easy  to  bear  when  man  and 
wife  love  each  other  like  that." 

Had  she  spoken  with  intent  to  wound,  she 
could  not  have  pierced  her  daughters  heart 
more  cruelly ;   it  was  with  great  difficulty  she 
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could  help  betraying  lier  distress,  for  Lucia 
was  not  skilled  in  heroic  self-control. 

*'  Mother,  dear,"  she  said,  "  let  me  be  a  child 
again  in  another  way  to-night,  and  come  and 
sleep  in  your  bed,  as  Helen  and  I  used  to  do 
when  papa  was  away  from  home — taking  it  in 
turns  !     May  11" 

"  My  darling,  of  course  you  may,  if  you  wish 
it.  And  we  will  read  a  chapter  and  have 
prayers  together,  like  the  old  times.  Ah  me  !  I 
often  wish  my  girls  were  children  once  again." 

Mrs  Prescott's  pale  face  was  flushed  with 
tender  excitement ;  she  went  back  to  her  former 
place  and  began  to  turn  over  the  leaves  of  the 
open  Bible  with  a  hand  that  shook  a  little. 

"  Come  and  sit  near  me,"  she  said,  with  a 
fond  glance  at  Lucia,  "  and  choose  the  chap- 
ter, as  you  liked  to  do  when  you  were  a 
little  girl." 

Lucia  rose,  and  taking  a  low  stool  sat  down 
at  her  mothers  feet,  and  leaned  against  her 
knees — it  had  been  her  favourite  position  in  the 
happy  innocent  days  gone  by.     She  felt  as  if 
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her  heart  were  breaking :  more  self-condemned 
in  the  quiet  light  of  her  mother's  simplicity 
than  she  had  yet  felt  before. 

"  I  cannot  choose,"  she  said,  in  a  broken  voice; 
"you  know  best." 

"  I  will  ]^ad  the  fifteenth  chapter  of  St  Luke, 
because  you  were  always  so  fond  of  it,  and  my 
daughter  has  returned  to  me  to-night  when  I 
did  not  look  for  her  ;  though,"  passing  her  hand 
tenderly  over  the  bowed  head,  "  I  thank  God, 
not  as  a  prodigal !  Do  you  remember,"  she 
continued,  for  happiness  had  made  her  talka- 
tive, "how  your  sister  used  to  shock  me  by 
saying  she  felt  so  sorry  for  the  eldest  son,  and 
thought  he  was  not  treated  fairly  ?  but  then 
Helen  was  always  very  bold  ! " 

The  good  woman  began  to  read  in  slow  and 
measured  accents,  for  she  thought  the  Word  of 
God  required  an  intonation  peculiar  to  itself; 
but  in  spite  of  her  formality  the  familiar  nar- 
rative never  before  had  seemed  to  include  such 
power  and  such  pathos  to  her  listener. 

It  is  one  thing  to  listen  to  a  lesson  taught,  a 
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sentence  pronounced,  which  is  common  to  the 
whole  huTiian  race,  and  quite  another  to  realise 
that  the  Divine  voice,  hushed  to  a  whisper,  is 
speaking  to  the  individual  ear.  Some  such 
consciousness  as  this  entered  Lucia's  soul  as 
she  sat  motionless,  her  tearful  eyes  bent  upon 
her  hands. 

"  I  will  arise — I  will  arise,  and  go  to  my 
father  : "  why,  she  had  heard  the  words  week 
by  week  since  infancy,  but  they  had  another 
inflection  now.  Not  prodigal  ?  Never  so  much  as 
at  that  moment,  when  she  knelt  by  her  mother's 
side,  had  she  comprehended  how  wide  her  devia- 
tion had  been  from  absolute  right  and  duty. 

It  was  true  no  outward  response  had  escaped 
her  to  Everard's  intemperate  prayers,  but  at 
heart  the  same  desires  moved  her.  Had  she  not 
yearned  to  yield  the  kisses  she  rejected,  and  to 
feel,  if  only  for  a  moment,  his  heart  beating 
against  her  own  ?  Even  now,  while  saying 
"Amen"  to  her  mother's  prayer,  did  she  not 
know  that  the  love  of  her  childhood  had  gone 
out,  and  that  the  illicit  flame  was  burning  with 
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a  heat  that  threatened  to  consume  her  happiness 
and  her  virtue  ? 

Threatened  ?  Yes ;  but  it  was  a  threat  that 
should  not  be  fulfilled.  She  was  still  young 
and  beautiful,  with  probably  a  long  life  before 
her.  God  helping  her,  she  would  lift  it  up 
again  by  penitence  and  atonement  into  the  clear 
atmosphere  of  difficult  but  necessary  duty. 

She  would  compel  her  husband  to  render  back 
to  her  his  esteem  :  she  would  relight  by  de- 
liberate, unwearied  effort  the  flame  of  conjugal 
love,  and  never  desist  till  the  spark  answered 
the  blast. 

She  lay  awake  all  night  by  her  sleeping 
mother's  side,  seeming  to  gather  strength  and 
peace  from  the  peace  she  could  not  share  ;  then, 
when  daylight  came,  she  rose  softly,  went  to  the 
bath-room  she  had  used  from  childhood,  dressed, 
and  wandered  about  the  garden,  drinking  in  the 
sweet  morning  scents  and  sounds,  and  bathing 
her  weary  eyes  in  the  pure  air.  There  she  re- 
newed her  vows,  fortifying  herself  against  the 
troubles  before  her.     Conflict  and  denial  would 
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be  her  portion — the  martyrdom  of  life  at  sea 
and  estrangement  from  what  she  loved  best ; 
but  it  is  always  the  forlorn-hope  out  of  which 
possible  victory  may  be  wrung,  that  stirs  to 
its  depth  the  ardour  of  the  true  soldier. 

After  breakfast  she  told  her  story  to  her 
mother — told  it  with  a  transparent  truthfulness 
which  few  women  could  have  exhibited,  but 
in  which  she  was  unconscious  of  the  smallest 
merit. 

Mrs  Prescott  received  it  with  more  self-com- 
mand than  Lucia  had  dared  to  hope.  She  did 
not  interrupt  her  by  reproaches,  or  any  outbreak 
of  consternation,  nor  did  she  drop  the  hand  she 
was  holding.  The  news  cut  her  to  the  heart ; 
but  how  could  she  condemn  one  stricken  under 
the  sense  of  her  guilt,  or  point  out  where  duty 
had  been  transgressed  and  what  it  now  de- 
manded, when  Lucia's  eager  self-blame  and  good 
resolutions  for  the  future  exceeded  the  most 
rigorous  demands  ? 

Also,  that  the  trespass  had  been  confined 
within  her  own  breast  was  a  greater  extenua- 
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tion  of  the  fault  in  the  eyes  of  the  elder  than 
of  the  younger  woman.  Lucia's  sin  had  been 
neither  open  nor  wilful,  and  she  was  bent  on 
giving  no  quarter  to  it. 

"  God  help  you,  dear,  and  soften  your  hus- 
band's heart  towards  you ! "  she  said  at  last. 
"  I  fear  he  will  be  hard  to  win  back." 

Then  she  added  :  "  I  always  knew  Everard 
Deane  was  a  bad  and  dangerous  man  :  had  I 
been  bold  to  do  my  duty,  these  things  would 
not  have  happened." 

An  hour  later  Hugh  Marriott's  threatened 
letter  arrived.  As  her  mother  opened  it  Lucia 
saw  that  the  pages  were  closely  written,  and  the 
colour  came  into  her  face.  Perhaps  she  had  no 
right  to  claim  forbearance  from  him ;  but  for 
his  own  sake  as  well  as  hers,  she  hoped  he  had 
borne  in  mind  that  he  was  writing  of  a  daughter 
to  her  mother. 

"  I  will  go  away  while  you  read  it,"  she  said  ; 
"  it  will  be  better  for  both  of  us." 

When  she  returned  after  what  seemed  to  her 
a  reasonable  interval,  she  found  the  letter  folded, 
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and  put  back  in  its  envelope,  and  her  motlier 
leaning  back  in  her  chair,  with  cheeks  paler 
even  than  usual,  and  eyes  red  with  weeping. 

*'  Mother,"  said  Lucia  approaching,  and 
kneeling  at  her  feet,  "  I  hardly  dare  to  ask  if 
you  still  forgive  me  ? " 

She  took  the  passive  hand  in  hers  that  was 
lying  on  the  lap,  and  raised  her  sweet  pathetic 
face.  "  Be  kind  to  me,"  she  urged,  "  or  my 
heart  will  break  1 " 

Mrs  Prescott  opened  her  eyes  and  looked  at 
her,  and  her  daughter  saw,  to  her  exquisite 
relief,  that  the  old  tenderness  of  pity  was 
there. 

*'  My  dear,"  she  answered,  "  he  is  very  severe, 
but  one  can  scarcely  say  that  he  is  wrong.  If 
you  have  told  me  all  the  truth,  he  does  not  seem 
clearly  to  understand ;  it  will  be  very  hard,  I 
fear,  to  win  his  forgiveness.  I  think  you  had 
better  not  read  the  letter." 

"  I  will  do  as  you  wish,  but  I  know  he  in- 
tended me  to  read  it,  and  I  shall  understand 
better  how  to  act  towards  him." 
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This  seemed  undeniable,  and  Mrs  Prescott 
put  the  letter  in  her  hand. 

It  was  a  sincere  statement  of  the  writer's 
belief  and  frame  of  mind ;  but  the  one  was  so 
false  and  exaggerated,  and  the  other  so  hard 
and  vindictive,  that  the  result  was  difficult  to 
read  without  indignation,  and  impossible  to  ac- 
cept with  submission.  As  Lucia  followed  line 
after  line,  in  which  her  infidelity  was  character- 
ised by  terms  due  only  to  the  grossest  and  most 
wilful  transgression,  her  heart  burned  within 
her,  and  she  asked  herself  if  it  would  be  possible 
for  her  to  endure  this  cruel  yoke  ? 

She  had  doubted  whether  the  circumstance 
of  the  discovery  of  the  pearls  might  not  have 
wrouorht  a  chano-e  in  her  husband's  intentions  for 
the  future,  inducing  him  to  insist  upon  a  separa- 
tion ;  but  she  found  this  was  not  to  be  the  case. 

He  went  into  full  detail  about  the  Hawthorn- 
dene  estates,  bringing  against  Deane  the  same 
accusations  he  had  used  to  his  face,  and  reviling 
him  as  the  incarnation  of  evil ;  but  he  also  added 
he  was  coming  up  to  town  himself  almost  im- 
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mediately ;  that  he  had  every  prospect  of  being 
appointed  to  a  good  ship  that  was  bound  for 
survey  service  in  Australian  waters ;  and  that 
he  was  still  resolved  to  take  his  wife  with  him, 
in  order  that  she  might  not  be  further  tempted 
above  what  she  was  able  to  bear. 

He  concluded  by  expressing  ^his  sorrow  at 
being  the  medium  of  a  communication  so  pain- 
ful to  a  mother,  and  conjured  her  to  look  well 
after  his  wife  while  under  her  care. 

"  I  think  I  should  be  justified  in  leaving  the 
man  who  can  think  and  write  of  me  like  this/' 
said  Lucia,  "  but  that  is  not  the  point.  My  task 
is  to  convince  him  that  he  judges  me  wrong, 
and  win  him  back  to  trust  and  love.  I  want  to 
redeem  the  past,  not  to  throw  our  future  into 
this  miserable  gulf  of  bitterness  and  injustice ; 
besides,  I  must  remember  it  is  my  fault  which 
has  made  him  so  harsh  and  unforgiving." 

Her  mother  looked  at  her  gravely. 

*'  Is  the  fault  yours  alone  ? "  she  asked. 
"  Have  you  not  a  word  of  blame  for  —  the 
other  man  V 
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Lucia  returned  the  gaze  with  a  pained  and 
startled  look. 

*'  I  do  not  kno^Y,"  she  said.  "  I  never  yet 
have  blamed  him  ;  he  has  broken  no  marriao^e 
vows,  and  spoiled  no  life  but  his  own.  No ;  if 
I  speak  the  truth,  as  God  knows  it,  I  do  not 
blame  him." 

Mrs  Prescott  shook  her  head. 

"  My  poor  child,"  she  answered,  with  a  stern- 
ness she  occasionally  used,  "your  husband  is 
more  right  than  I  supposed ;  sin  has  blinded 
your  conscience  and  your  judgment.  It  is  well 
he  is  going  to  take  you  away." 

Another  incident  occurred  at  this  time  which 
it  is  necessary  to  mention. 

The  packet  of  Hugh  Marriott's  letters 
which  had  been  intercepted  by  Mr  Prescott, 
had  been  carefully  preserved  by  him,  tied  to- 
gether and  labelled  according  to  their  dates ; 
after  his  daughter's  marriage  he  had  chanced 
upon  them  one  day,  and  handed  them  over  to 
his  wife. 

"Give  them  to  Lucia,"  he  said;  "she  is  so 
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soft  about  her  husband,  she  may  even  care  to 
read  his  old  love-letters  ! " 

The  idea  occurred  to  Mrs  Prescott's  mind 
that  the  present  would  be  a  very  favourable 
season  for  brinorino^  these  letters  under  the 
notice  of  the  unhappy  wife ;  they  would  stir 
tender  memories,  and  their  ardojir  and  faith 
would  surely  pierce  and  quicken  the  alienated 
heart.  Undoubtedly  they  would  have  done  so 
had  their  winning  effect  remained  unqualified. 
Lucia  read  them  with  distressed  and  tender 
interest,  recalling  all  the  incidents  of  the  time, 
and  how  she  had  pined  for  the  fond  and 
faithful  assurances  so  cruelly  withheld. 

But  the  last  she  opened  was  the  letter  which 
Hugh  Marriott  had  written  after  seeing  her  and 
Everard  Deane  in  Kew  Gardens,  and  which,  as 
stated  before,  was  a  grossly  violent  and  unman- 
ly expression  of  feeling.  Had  she  received  it 
when  written  she  would  scarcely  have  believed 
it  possible  that  it  could  have  been  penned  by 
her  gallant  and  generous  lover,  as  she  thought 
him ;  but  since  that  time  she  had  seen  enouo^h 
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of  harshness,  that  reached  to  cruelty,  and  vio- 
lence which  sacrificed  every  restraint  and  con- 
sideration to  itself,  to  doubt  the  authenticity 
of  the  letter. 

No  passionate  burst  of  feeling  escaped  her  as 
she  folded  up  the  sheet,  restored  it  to  its  cover, 
and  tied  up  the  packet  as  before  ;  the  sensation 
she  experienced  was  rather  that  of  a  mortal 
sickness  or  faintness  of  heart. 

Had  she  ever  received  that  letter,  she  felt  she 
would  never  have  married  him,  not  so  much 
because  he  doubted  and  misjudged  her,  as  be- 
cause all  delicacy  and  self-restraint  were  lost  in 
the  expression  of  his  wrongs.  When  she  sur- 
rendered her  love  and  her  life  into  his  hands 
with  such  implicit  confidence,  he  had  already 
given  proof  of  his  capacity  to  wound  and  out- 
rage every  sensibility  she  possessed,  only — she 
did  not  know  it.  But  if  that  knowledge  had 
come  to  her  ! 

She  closed  her  eyes,  and  leaned  her  head 
wearily  against  the  back  of  her  chair ;  it  was 
a  moment  of  uttermost  weakness  and  defeat. 


106      LUCIA,  HUGH,  AND  ANOTHER. 

All  the  incidents  of  the  meeting  in  Kew 
Gardens  passed  in  vivid  review  before  her  mem- 
ory ;  the  self-command  of  Everard  Deane,  even 
at  the  very  moment  when  he  found  he  had  been 
shamefully  deceived, — his  forbearance  and  kind- 
ness towards  herself,  repeated  to  the  extreme 
reach  of  personal  sacrifice  in  the  days  and 
months  that  followed.  She  recalled  the  terms 
in  which  he  had  himself  described  that  period, 
even  to  the  precise  words  in  which  his  long-re- 
pressed passion  bad  found  vent ;  as  well  as  the 
inflection  of  his  voice,  and  the  expression  of  the 
face,  each  lineament  of  which  was  clear  to  her 
mind's  eye.  And  later  still,  only  a  few  days 
ago,  the  same  voice  had  urged  the  same  confes- 
sion with  a  more  reckless  ardour,  it  was  true, 
but  still  held  within  the  bounds  of  tender  con- 
sideration for  her  own  weakness.  She  began 
to  wonder  what  had  given  her  strength  to  re- 
sist him  so  eflfectually ;  to  believe  that  if  ever 
she  met  his  eyes,  or  touched  his  hand  again, 
that  powder  —  whatever  it  was  —  would  desert 
her,  and  her  heart  would  cry  out  its  burning 
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secret ;  nay,  more,  she  was  conscious  of  the  de- 
sire that  the  chance  might  be  given  her  to  tell 
him  that  she  loved  him,  and  that  though  she 
would  not  yield  her  honour  to  their  love,  she 
would  willingly  give  up  her  life  to  end  the 
conflict. 

He  had  spoken  of  being  moved  "  by  the  mad 
ambition  to  make  her  happy  at  all  costs  to 
himself."  He  was  right  to  call  it  madness;  had 
he  been  less  magnanimous,  both  had  been  less 
miserable. 

Her  mind  seemed  to  have  entirely  escaped  the 
restraints  in  which  she  had  hitherto  held  it ; 
she  went  over  every  circumstance  in  her  life  in 
which  Everard  had  directly  or  indirectly  borne 
a  part ;  the  stories  that  had  reached  her — not  of 
his  munificence,  for  that  was  easy  enough  for 
a  rich  man — but  of  his  sympathetic  kindness 
to  those  in  trouble  of  mind,  body,  or  estate. 
It  was  not  to  her  only  he  had  been  good  !  She 
thought  of  the  personal  charm  of  his  manner — 
not,  again,  to  her  only,  but  the  gracious  sweet- 
ness which  was  as  free  to  all  as  the  light  and 
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warm  til  of  heaven,  and  bound  all  hearts  to  him  ; 
of  the  quiet  courage  and  patience  with  which 
hours  of  sharp  and  solitary  suffering  were  en- 
dured, and  were  probably  yet  again  to  be 
endured  in  the  years  that  were  to  come. 

Years  that  were  to  come !  Would  life  be 
possible  to  bear  if  she  knew  of  his  sickness 
and  distress  when  the  width  of  the  earth 
divided  them  ?  or,  without  that  aggravation 
so  potent  over  a  tender  woman's  heart,  was 
not  so  cruel  a  separation  almost  worse  than 
death  itself? 

"  Everard  ! "  she  whispered,  stretching  out 
her  arms  into  the  empty  air,  "  I  love  you. 
You  do  not  know  it,  and  I  know  it  all  too 
late,  but  I  loved  you  as  long  as  you  have 
loved  me." 

The  spoken  words  broke  up  her  reverie :  her 
arms  dropped  by  her  side,  and  she  sighed  pro- 
foundly. 

"  I  have  spoken  the  truth,"  she  said  to  her- 
self, *'  though  that  truth  is  now  my  misery  and 
my  shame.      Everard  was  dearer  to  me  than 
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Hugh,  though  I  was  blind  and  deaf,  and  had 
no  power  to  read  my  own  heart  right.  It  will 
not  help  me  to  do  my  hard  duty  to  try  and 
cheat  my  own  soul ;  let  me  know  at  least 
against  what  power  it  is  that  I  shall  have  to 
ficrht ! " 
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CHAPTER    XXXVII. 

When  a  man  has  made  up  his  mind  to  give  up 
everything  that  is  claimed  of  him,  without  any 
reservation  at  all,  it  becomes  a  very  simple 
business.  The  motives  which  at  one  time  had 
prompted  Hugh  Marriott  to  dispute  the  pos- 
session of  Hawthorndene  had  yielded  now  to 
a  contemptuous  and  angry  impatience  to  wash 
his  hands  of  all  connection  with  it. 

The  place  had  become  hateful  to  him ;  the 
sight  of  Lucia's  piano,  work-table,  and  books, — 
the  countless  small  indications  of  her  presence 
that  a  delicate  and  fastidious  woman  leaves 
behind  her,  provoked  in  his  mind  a  bitterness 
of  which  he  was  scarcely  the  master. 

He  had  been  the  dupe  of  her  sweetness,  her 
docility,  her  seeming  innocence ;  he  had  relied 
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with  confidence  upon  the  belief  of  her  devotion 
and  fidelity,  or  rather,  had  never  conceived  the 
idea  of  questioning  them,  and  all  the  time  she 
was  playing  him  false. 

Also,  he  had  been  swindled  and  cajoled  by 
the  lover  she  had  chosen,  and  made,  if  not  the 
laughing-stock  of  society  by  his  ridiculous  ad- 
vancement to  a  position  of  which  he  was  after- 
wards to  be  deprived,  at  least  the  mark  of  its 
insufierable  condolence  and  pity.  He  had  been 
lifted  up  and  struck  down  at  Everard  Deane's 
will  and  pleasure ;  this  man  had  supplanted 
him  before  marriage  in  the  heart  of  the  girl  he 
adored  and  trusted,  while  professing  indifi"er- 
ence  and  goodwill,  and  had  afterwards  deliber- 
ately set  himself  to  compass  her  downfall.  But 
for  his  own  chance  interposition,  he  would  no 
doubt  have  gone  on  till  the  bitter  end  had  been 
reached.  He  objected  to  the  bondage  of  con- 
jugal ties,  but  another  man's  wife  was  the 
mistress  he  preferred. 

Hugh  gnashed  his  teeth  in  his  miserable 
solitude  as  these  thoughts  pressed  upon  him  ; 
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he  fed  upon  them  till  his  hatred  of  Deane 
became  so  vindictive  that  the  idea  of  some 
direct  personal  vengeance  haunted  him  night 
and  day. 

How  sweet  and  pure  was  Lucia  till  his  in- 
fected breath  soiled  and  corrupted  her !  How 
perfect  might  his  happiness  have  been  if  the 
course  of  their  early  loves  had  run  smooth,  and 
this  bad  man  never  set  eyes  of  desire  upon  his 
one  ewe  lamb  ! 

He  could  not  waylay  and  murder  him — that 
is,  he  could  not  shoot  him  unawares,  for  his 
own  life  would  pay  the  penalty;  and  he  was 
scarcely  prepared  to  satisfy  his  thirst  for  venge- 
ance at  so  tremendous  a  cost. 

But  the  mitigated  satisfaction  of  personal 
chastisement  was  still  open  to  him — Deane  had 
refused  to  grant  him  any  other.  Even  the 
world  would  condone  the  action  of  a  man  who 
testified  in  the  only  way  in  his  power  his  burn- 
ing sense  of  the  insult  that  had  been  offered  to 
his  wife,  and  his  own  wrongs  would  be  a  trifle 
appeased  by  the  shame  and  disgrace  he  inflicted. 
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Everard  Deane,  known  to  have  been  thrashed 
by  Hugh  Marriott,  because  he  made  love  to  his 
wife,  could  never  again  bear  himself  with  the 
same  offensive  ease  and  assurance  as  before ;  it 
would  be  a  humiliation  that  even  time  would 
not  efface  nor  the  cleverest  ingenuity  gainsay, 
and  one  that  would  be  felt  to  the  quick  by 
the  fastidious  and  pampered  villain  who  had 
merited  it. 

His  mind  dwelt  upon  the  idea  with  morbid 
concentration ;  he  began  constantly  to  rehearse 
the  scene  in  his  imagination,  till  his  blood 
warmed  and  his  pulses  throbbed  with  excite- 
ment. He  even  selected  a  certain  riding-whip, 
at  once  tough  and  supple,  as  the  best  instru- 
ment for  his  purpose,  and  carried  it  about  with 
him  whenever  he  went  off  his  own  premises, 
either  on  foot  or  horseback. 

Whatever  his  business,  his  eyes  were  always 
engaged  in  searching  road,  or  field,  or  lane  for 
the  figure  he  at  once  detested  and  desired.  In 
his  intercourse  with  his  friendly  neighbours, 
the  casual  references  to  Everard  Deane  almost 
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drove  him  into  indecent  self-betrayal ;  he  could 
scarcely  endure  to  hear  the  name  mentioned. 

The  process  in  which  Hugh  was  at  the  same 
time  engaged — namely,  the  complete  surrender 
of  all  that  made  up  a  position  on  which  he 
had  set  a  high  value,  helped  to  stimulate  his 
rancour.  On  this  score  also,  that  of  his  own 
social  defeat,  he  had  a  debt  to  wipe  out. 

The  desired  opportunity  came  at  last. 

It  was  now  the  beginning  of  September, 
a  season  Hugh  Marriott  had  always  greatly 
enjoyed,  for  he  was  a  keen  sportsman  and  ex- 
cellent shot,  and  the  Hawthorndene  preserves 
were  well  kept.  But  under  present  circum- 
stances, he  disdained  to  have  a  gun  fired  on  the 
estate.  He  was  returning  from  one  of  a  series 
of  farewell  visits  to  his  home-farm,  and  was  in 
a  mood  of  sour  regret  and  heart-ache ;  he  had 
with  him  a  favourite  pointer,  and  was  indulging 
in  the  very  doubtful  satisfaction  of  walking 
through  a  turnip-field  and  trying  to  divert  his 
mind  by  seeing  how  many  coveys  of  partridges 
he  and  his  dog  might  rise  between  them. 
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The  field  was  skirted  by  a  picturesque  copse, 
through  which  a  little  stream  took  its  way,  and 
where  a  rustic  seat  had  been  placed  by  its  late 
owner,  Lady  Portisham,  for  the  accommodation 
of  any  pedestrian  who  wished  to  rest  and  enjoy 
the  pretty  seclusion  of  the  place.  It  was  the 
shortest  cut  to  the  house,  and  Hugh  often  re- 
turned that  way  from  his  farm.  As  he  leaped 
over  the  gate  that  separated  field  from  copse, 
he  saw  what  he  never  remembered  to  have  seen 
before,  that  the  seat  was  occupied,  and  the  next 
glance  told  him  it  was  by  the  man  whom  he 
had  been  seekinor  so  lono^  in  vain. 

CD  O 

The  surprise  was  so  overpowering  in  connec- 
tion with  the  passion  and  purpose  that  rose  at 
once  to  fever -point  in  his  mind,  that  Hugh 
leaned  against  the  gate  for  a  few  moments  to 
recover  his  composure.  He  held  his  whip  in 
his  hand,  and  his  fingers  closed  upon  it  with 
an  eager  straitened  grasp  :  his  enemy  was  so 
absolutely  in  his  power  that  he  could  afford 
to  wait  and  arrange  his  mode  of  attack.  He 
perceived  at  once  that  Everard  had  not  heard 
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liim  ;  the  seat  was  at  some  distance  from  tHe 
place  where  Hugh  stood,  and  he  saw,  with  the 
contempt  which  a  man  of  active  habits  invari- 
ably entertains  for  the  sedentary  student,  that 
the  other  held  a  book  in  his  hand,  on  which  his 
attention  seemed  profoundly  fixed. 

The  morning  was  intensely  close  and  sultry, 
and  the  silence  unbroken,  until  the  dog  at 
Hugh's  feet  began  moving  in  the  long  grass 
and  rustling  some  of  the  dead  leaves  which 
were  already  beginning  to  fall. 

Everard's  ears  were  acute ;  he  detected  the 
sound,  and  looked  towards  the  spot  whence  it 
proceeded ;  at  the  same  moment  Hugh  came 
forward. 

Everard  rose  and  put  his  book  in  his  pocket ; 
his  first  intention  had  been  to  meet  Hugh  half- 
way, but  there  was  something  so  menacing  in 
his  aspect  that  he  waited  quietly  till  he  came 
up  to  him. 

He  had  fully  resolved,  should  any  circum- 
stance bring  him  face  to  face  with  Hugh  Mar- 
riot,  to  make  an  effort  to  disarm  his  displeasure 
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against  Lucia,  by  giving  what  explanations 
were  possible,  and  even  for  her  sake  to  offer 
some  guarantees  for  his  own  forbearance  in 
the  future ;  but  it  was  out  of  the  question 
to  do  this  in  view  of  the  hate  and  fury  in 
Hugh's  countenance. 

Everard  turned  a  little  pale.  He  was  no 
coward,  but  he  had  a  natural  shrinking  from 
brutal  violence  either  of  speech  or  action  ;  he 
kept  a  watchful  eye  upon  Hugh  as  he  strode 
up  to  him,  but  waited  for  him  to  speak  first. 
Hugh  did  not  keep  him  long  in  suspense. 

''You  will  be  surprised  to  hear  me  say  we 
are  well  met  this  morning,  Mr  Deane.  I  have 
been  on  the  look-out  for  such  an  opportunity 
as  this  since — since  I  saw  you  last.  No  doubt 
the  circumstances  of  that  meeting  are  as  fresh 
in  your  recollection  as  in  mine,  and  Mrs  Mar- 
riott is  not  present  now  to  serve  you  as  a  screen 
or  shelter.  On  that  occasion  you  refused  the 
satisfaction  I  demanded,  but  it  was  never  my 
intention  you  should  escape  the  punishment  you 
deserve.     Will  you  take  it  now  ? " 
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He  stretched  out  his  hand  as  if  to  seize  the 
other  by  the  collar,  and  cut  the  air  with  his 
whip. 

Everard  stepped  back  instinctively,  but  with 
his  eyes  still  fixed  on  Marriott's  face,  which  was 
working  with  passion.  The  situation,  rapidly 
considered  on  all  sides,  appeared  to  him  as  one 
from  which  there  was  no  honourable  escape. 
He  could  scarcely  turn  and  flee. 

"  It  would  be  less  brutal  to  shoot  me,"  he 
said,  with  quiet  contempt ;  "  but  if  nothing 
else  will  serve  your  purpose,  strike  on !  I 
should  have  no  chance  in  a  struggle  against 
thews  and  sinews  such  as  yours." 

He  folded  his  arms  and  waited.  An  oath 
burst  from  Hugh's  lips — was  he  to  be  balked 
in  his  vengeance  by  the  consummate  effrontery 
of  the  man,  or  restrained  by  the  look  of  stead- 
fast scorn  in  his  eyes  ? 

He  spurred  his  shrinking  manhood  to  the 
outrage,  and  threw  all  the  vigour  of  his  arm 
into  the  first  stroke  of  the  whip ;  but  before 
it  had  descended  a  second   time,  there  was  a 
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sweeping  tempestuous  rush  through  the  long 
grass,  a  deep  ominous  howl,  and  the  sudden 
spring  of  a  dog  at  the  assailant's  throat,  parti- 
ally evaded  by  a  quick  movement  on  Marriott's 
part. 

"  For  God's  sake  drop  that  whip,"  cried 
Everard,  "  or  you  are  lost  beyond  redemption  ! 
Down,  Yictrix,  down ! "  he  said,  in  a  voice  that 
shook  a  little  with  agitation,  and  laying  his 
hand  on  Hugh's  shoulder  to  persuade  the 
animal  of  their  friendly  relations. 

The  hound,  which  still  held  the  collar  of 
Hugh's  coat  in  her  fangs,  trembled  with  the 
passion  of  repressed  vengeance  through  every 
nerve  of  her  body ;  but  her  master's  voice  was 
paramount  over  instinct,  or  obedience  was  an 
instinct  stronger  still.  She  relaxed  her  hold,  and 
slunk  quivering  to  Deane's  foot,  her  tongue  pro- 
truding from  her  open  jaws,  and  her  eyes  fixed 
on  Marriott.  She  stirred  ominously  in  response 
to  every  movement  he  made.  Everard  sat 
down  on  the  bench,  near  which  they  were  still 
standing,  and  called  off  the  dog  to  the  same 
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distance,  caressing  and  tranquillising  it  witli 
his  hand. 

"  Go,"  he  said  after  a  moment's  pause  of 
hesitation,  "  I  can  scarcely  secure  your  safety, 
and — even  such  as  you  are — I  should  be  sorry 
to  see  Victrix  avenge  my  quarrel." 

Hugh  set  his  teeth  hard,  stifling  the  rage 
within  him.  While  choosing  words  to  vent 
the  madness  of  his  defeat  and  disappointment, 
he  stooped  involuntarily  to  pick  up  the  whip 
lying  at  his  feet,  but  was  compelled  to  the 
bitter  mortification  of  dropping  it  again  at 
Everard's  quick  word  of  command.  Turning 
round,  he  saw  it  was  with  the  utmost  difiiculty 
he  had  been  able  to  maintain  his  hold  upon  the 
blood-hound's  collar ;  the  animal  was  watching 
every  movement  of  his  enemy,  and  thirsting  to 
bury  her  fangs  in  his  flesh. 

"  You  will  have  to  retreat,  Lieutenant  Mar- 
riott, and  leave  your  trophies  on  the  field.  It 
is  a  curious  question  to  my  mind  how  far  your 
brutality  would  have  carried  you  had  Victrix 
not  come  to  the  rescue." 
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"  I  should  not  have  been  long  in  reaching 
the  limits  of  your  fortitude,"  answered  Hugh, 
with  a  sneer  ;  "but  I  would  have  stopped  this 
side  of  murder.  I  aimed  to  teach  you  a  les- 
son, the  moral  of  which  you  should  have  been 
unable  to  keep  to  yourself,  but  I  was  not  pre- 
pared to  contend  against  a  savage  brute.  Once 
more,  will  you  cross  the  Channel  and  fight  after 
what  has  occurred  to-day'?  or  have  you  not  had 
provocation  enough  ? " 

"No,"  replied  Everard  quietly,  and  still  keep- 
ing his  restraining  hand  on  the  dog  at  his  feet, 
"I  refuse  once  for  all  to  satisfy  your  lust  of  ven- 
geance ;  even  the  lawful  desire  to  punish  your 
brutal  cowardice  does  not  overcome  my  resolu- 
tion on  the  point."  He  stopped,  then  added  : 
"  There  is  something  damaging  in  contact  with 
a  man  like  you.  I  am  free  to  own  it  cost 
me  an  effort  just  now  to  call  off  Victrix  from 
her  prey.  You  have  given  me  new  views  of 
human  nature.  God  help  those  who  lie  at 
your  mercy  ! " 

He  got  up  and  walked  slowly  away,  Victrix 
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following  close  at  his  heels.  Hugh  watched 
them  out  of  sight,  every  passion  of  his  soul 
stimulated  and  envenomed. 

''When  we  next  meet/'  he  said  to  himself, 
again  stooping  to  recover  his  whip,  "  it  shall 
not  be  to  part  like  this.  He  shall  yet  pay 
his  penalty." 
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This  incident  so  abortive  in  itself,  turned  the 
current  of  events  in  the  lives  of  the  two  men 
and  the  woman  most  intimately  concerned. 

Without  it  their  history  would  have  run  on 
other  lines  and  reached  a  different  conclusion. 

When  Everard  Deane  expressed  to  Lady 
Hamilton  his  desire  to  retrieve  the  evil  he 
had  done  by  any  personal  sacrifice,  he  was 
thoroughly  in  earnest ;  he  thought  it  both  pos- 
sible and  desirable  that  a  reconciliation  should 
be  effected  between  husband  and  wife,  because 
such  a  reconciliation  was  the  best  way  of  pro- 
moting Lucia's  happiness. 

But  now  all  his  views  were  reversed.  To  leave 
her  to  Hugh  Marriott  was  to  abandon  her  to 
irredeemable  misery  :  granting  that  he  stopped 
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short  of  personal  outrage — and  on  this  point 
Everard  was  by  no  means  assured — his  temper 
was  such  as  would  make  the  yoke  he  would  im- 
pose impossible  to  bear.  If  he  were  allowed  to 
take  Lucia  to  sea  with  him  and  put  her  down 
on  some  forlorn  Australian  station,  it  was  only 
a  question  of  time  how  long  she  would  live  : 
that  was,  how  long  the  process  of  certain  heart- 
break would  be  protracted. 

His  sense  of  the  personal  insult  he  had  re- 
ceived and  the  temper  it  had  betrayed,  was 
keen  almost  to  agony, — he  quivered  in  every 
nerve  as  he  recalled  the  lash  of  Marriott's  whip. 
Henceforth  the  most  wire-drawn  code  of  honour 
could  demand  no  further  terms  to  be  kept  be- 
tween them.  No ;  his  scruples,  his  sacrifices, 
his  coDflict  were  over  :  his  love  for  Lucia  was  a 
holy  sentiment  in  spite  of  conventional  ties,  in 
comparison  with  the  jealous  selfishness  that  did 
duty  for  love  in  her  husband's  heart ;  and  the 
future  he  could  ofi'er  her  was  surely  to  be  pre- 
ferred to  the  degrading  slavery  of  a  higher  to  a 
lower  nature.     Hitherto  he  had  stood  too  far 
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ofif — sued  with  bated  breath — hesitated  to  force 
her  love  and  will ;  now  no  restraints  should 
bind  him.     He  would  win  her  at  any  price. 

He  paced  his  room  in  a  tumult  of  feeling 
that  went  beyond  his  practised  self-control.  It 
was  almost  the  first  time  that  the  possibility  of 
possessing  Lucia  had  been  seriously  contemplated 
by  him,  and  now  he  declared  to  himself  that 
this  end  should  be  accomplished.  A  w^oman 
was  by  instinct  a  subtle  deceiver ;  it  might  be, 
after  all,  that  she  loved  him  although  she  had 
hitherto  maintained  her  fidelity  :  in  that  case 
he  would  win  her  secret  from  her  by  all  the 
wiles  and  resources  of  love  known  to  him  ;  in 
the  other  he  would  teach  her  the  lesson,  even 
against  her  will,  so  that  she  could  not  resist 
him. 

Before  the  dinner-bell  rang  that  day  at 
Hurstpoint,  he  had  given  Pietro  orders  to  pack 
his  portmanteau  and  prepare  for  a  journey  by 
the  night-mail  to  town. 

One  heavy  anxiety  weighed  upon  his  mind. 
He  would  have  given  a  great  deal  if  he  could 
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have  managed  to  keep  his  movements  a  secret 
from  his  father — rather,  if  he  could  have  separ- 
ated his  fate  from  his ;  but  that  was  impossible, 
and  he  could  not  reconcile  it  to  his  conscience 
to  absent  himself  from  home  without  explana- 
tion or  leave-taking. 

As  soon  as  the  ladies  had  left  the  dinner- 
table  he  began  at  once,  without  preface  or 
hesitation. 

"  I  am  going  to  run  up  to  town  to-night  for 
a  few  days.  I  hope  you  will  have  no  objection 
to  make  ?  " 

"  You  are  your  own  master,  Everard,  and 
to  ask  my  assent  after  your  arrangements  are 
made  is  an  idle  formality.  Had  you  consulted 
me  on  the  subject,  I  should  have  expressed  a 
very  decided  opinion." 

"  Will  you  not  express  it  now  ?  it  might 
have  the  desired  effect." 

The  old  man  looked  at  his  son  and  shook  his 
head.  The  gradations  of  moral  feeling  are  ex- 
tremely delicate,  but  each  produces  its  appro- 
priate result,  and  there  was  something  in  the 
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expression  of  Everard's  face,  even  in  the  tone  of 
his  voice  and  turn  of  his  manner,  different  from 
what  it  had  been  of  late.  The  difference  was 
on  the  wrong  side  of  the  account. 

''I  fear  you  are  bound  on  a  bad  business, 
Everard ;  but  I  don't  deceive  myself  by  imagin- 
ing that  my  interference  will  do  any  good.  You 
are  in  pursuit  of  George  Prescott's  daughter,  and 
such  intrigues  turn  out  badly  nowadays.  Think 
the  matter  over  again — how  it  will  look  a  year 
hence,  or  less,  and  be  warned  for  once  ! " 

"  I  am  past  warning,  but  I  don't  deny  your 
conclusions." 

"  1  have  never  been  able  to  understand,'' 
continued  Mr  Deane,  angrily,  "  why  you  gave 
this  girl  up,  and  have  hankered  after  her  ever 
since  !  Is  it  that  nothing  is  worth  having  in 
your  eyes  until  it  is  out  of  your  reach  ?  My 
son,"  he  added  solemnly,  "  I  have  a  presenti- 
ment of  coming  evil  if  you  carry  out  this  scheme 
of  yours.  Humour  an  old  man's  weakness,  and 
stay  at  home  !  You  disappoint  me  grievously, 
Everard." 
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"Ay,  and  myself  too  !  but  this  time  the  devil 
has  entered  into  me  beyond  your  power  of  exor- 
cism. I  played  for  high  stakes,  and  have  lost ; 
I  was  fool  enough  to  say  I  would  make  this  girl 
happy  in  her  own  way,  and  could  do  without 
what  I  craved  for.  I  have  blundered  through- 
out the  game ;  I  have  a  mind  now  to  reshuffle 
the  cards,  and  try  if  my  luck  is  on  the  turn." 

He  got  up  from  the  table,  and  coming  round 
to  his  father,  held  out  his  hand  :  he  looked  pale 
and  haggard,  and  his  eyes  had  a  wild  light  in 
them. 

"  I  can  scarcely  ask  you  to  bid  me  God 
speed,"  he  said,  ''but  at  least  let  us  part 
friends.  I  shall  put  up  at  the  Langham,  so 
you  will  know  where  to  write.  I  shall  be  glad 
to  hear  from  you "  he  stopped. 

Mr  Deane  retained  the  delicate  hand  in  his 
large  grasp,  and  looked  into  his  face  with  an 
expression  that  might  have  been  stern  but  for 
its  profound  sadness. 

"It  is  in  a  sense  a  last  farewell,  Everard ; 
you  will  never  return  again  as  you  have  been. 
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to  your  home  or  your  duty.  It  would  have 
been  better  for  both  of  us  that  you  had  never 
come  back  at  all  than  to  cheat  my  hopes  in  this 
way — the  remembrance  of  the  last  two  happy 
years  will  only  add  to  my  disappointment. 
What  a  mockery  it  all  seems !  Was  it  for 
such  a  miserable  ending  as  this  that  you  were 
given  back  to  my  prayers,  almost  from  the 
jaws  of  the  grave  ?  I  appeal  from  this  mad- 
ness to  your  better  nature ;  give  up  this  fran- 
tic journey,  Everard — I  command,  I  entreat 
you!" 

He  rose  as  he  spoke,  for  his  son  was  standing, 
and  placing  his  hands  on  his  shoulders,  gazed 
down  into  the  gloomy,  downcast  face,  with 
knitted  brows. 

"  Peace  never  came  of  an  illicit  union  yet," 
he  went  on.  ''  If  one  thing  more  than  another 
is  calculated  to  drive  a  man  like  you  to  the  edge 
of  madness,  it  will  be  the  bitter  disappointment 
and  remorse  that  will  come  of  having  another 
man's  wife  for  your  mistress." 

Everard  drew   a   deep   breath  of  sharp  pro- 
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tracted  endurance  ;  his  eyes  flashed  for  a  mo- 
ment, then  grew  cold  and  dull  again. 

"  Have  you  done  ?  "  he  asked.  *'  You  have 
fulfilled  your  duty  in  warning  me ;  but  I  told 
you  I  was  devil-possessed  to-day,  and  should 
be  deaf  to  a  voice  from  heaven — indeed,  to 
be  deaf  to  yours  is  the  worst  impiety  of  all. 
I  don't  know  what  to  say,  or  why  you  love 
me ;  I  have  never  deserved  a  tithe  of  the  good- 
will that  has  been  shown  me,  but  that  only 
serves  to  make  my  condemnation  greater.  I — I 
cannot  stay  I " 

He  pressed  the  hand  he  held  in  both  of  his, 
and  turned  abruptly  from  the  room. 

But  he  was  not  yet  destined  to  escape  in 
peace.  As  he  crossed  the  wide  staircase-land- 
ing to  go  to  his  own  room,  he  was  met  by 
Beatrix  Frascati.  She  had  been  standing  at 
one  of  the  windows  which  looked  out  into  the 
park,  but  turned  immediately  on  hearing  his 
footsteps.  It  seemed  to  Everard's  strained 
patience  as  if  she  had  been  lying  in  wait  for 
him.     She  came  timidly  in  his  direction. 
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'*I  have  heard  you  are  going  away  to-night,  and 
have  been  waiting  here  to  say  good-bye  to  you." 

There  was  an  accent  of  reproach  in  her  voice, 
and  Everard's  heart  was  very  sore — his  repressed 
irritability  intense. 

*'  Then  let  us  say  it,  mia  cava,"  he  answered 
with  careful  gentleness,  "  though  I  am  apt  to 
avoid  saying  it  when  I  can.  BiK;  I  am  not 
going  away  for  ever.'' 

Her  beautiful  eyes  distended,  and  the  corners 
of  her  mouth  fell  in  the  pathetic,  childish  fashion 
peculiar  to  her. 

"  If  you  were,"  she  replied, — and  then  she 
paused,  and  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 
He  saw  she  was  blushing  painfully. 

"  And  if  I  were  ?  "  he  repeated,  his  tone  tak- 
ing again  its  accustomed  caressing  accent. 

''I  was  going  to  say  I  should  wish  you  had 
never  taken  me  out  of  my  convent." 

He  looked  at  her  budding  loveliness  from 
head  to  foot,  and  then  at  the  tender  sensibility 
expressed  in  the  eyes  that  were  gazing  into  his 
own,  and  sighed. 
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''  Perhaps  I  should  have  done  better  to  have 
left  you  there,  little  one — I  am  of  Hamlet's 
way  of  thinking  in  the  main.  But  since  you 
are  one  of  us  in  this  wicked  world,  take  care 
to  remember  all  the  good  sisters  taught  you. 
Don't  let  any  one  persuade  you  out  of  your 
relirion,  dear:  it  is  the  best  in  the  world — 
for  women.'- 

"  I  will  recollect  all  you  say,"  she  said  gently, 
"  but  it  sounds  like  a  long  farewell." 

He  took  both  her  little  hands  in  his  and 
kissed  them,  without  adding  any  more  words. 
The  girl  watched  him  till  the  closed  door  of  the 
room  he  entered  shut  him  out  of  her  sight,  then 
flying  np  to  the  sanctity  of  her  own  dainty 
chamber,  threw  herself  on  her  knees  by  her  bed- 
side, flinging  her  arms  before  her,  and  burying 
her  face  in  them ;  and  in  this  posture  she  wept 
and  prayed  in  a  passion  of  feeling  she  scarcely 
understood. 

The  day  after  Everard  Deane's  arrival  in 
town,  he  set  himself  to  accomplish  a  meeting 
with  Lucia  Marriott.     He  knew  she  was  at  her 
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father's  house  at  Kichmond,  where  he  himself, 
up  to  the  time  of  her  marriage,  had  always  been 
a  welcome  visitor.  What  was  to  prevent  his 
o'oino^  there  to  seek  her  ? 

He  had  passed  a  restless  night,  revolving  the 
chances  for  and  against  the  attainment  of  the 
object  he  had  now  deliberately  set  himself,  and 
the  best  modes  of  action  to  be  employed,  but 
without  any  hesitation  or  abatement  of  pur- 
pose. One  point  was  certain ;  he  could  decide 
on  nothing  till  he  had  seen  Lucia  again,  and 
ascertained  beyond  all  doubt  the  state  of  her 
feelings  towards  him. 

He  decided  to  go  to  Richmond.  This  time 
there  was  no  interruption  to  be  feared.  Hugh 
Marriott  was  in  Hertfordshire,  with  the  neces- 
sity of  remaining  there  some  days  longer. 

He  rode  slowly  through  the  still  September  air, 
but  was  singularly  dead  to  the  sights  and  sounds 
of  external  things.  As  he  threaded  the  glades 
of  the  park,  he  thought  of  the  former  occasions 
on  which  he  had  gone  that  way,  with  his  mind 
full  of  delicious  anticipation  or  of  tender  remi- 
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niscences,  to  be  so  soon  succeeded  by  the  bitter 
conflict  of  disappointment  and  renunciation. 
Again  he  wondered  what  had  induced  him  to 
carry  it  so  far,  and  poured  the  acid  of  his  own 
contempt  upon  the  chivalrous  instincts  which 
had  moved  him. 

He  was  admitted  at  once,  there  being  no 
reason  to  the  contrary,  and  was  shown,  as  in 
the  old  times,  into  the  pretty  morning-room 
where  he  had  first  seen  Lucia  studying  the 
book  of  the  play.  Willis  had  received  no  orders 
from  his  mistress  in  respect  to  Everard  Deane  : 
for  it  had  never  occurred  to  her  mind  that 
he  would  have  the  efirontery  to  follow  her 
daughter  to  her  mother's  house,  and  the  ser- 
vant was  aware  he  was  high  in  favour  with  his 
master.  He  told  Everard  that  Mr  Prescott  was 
out  of  town,  but  that  he  believed  the  ladies  were 
at  home,  and  left  him  to  make  the  necessary 
inquiries. 

Everard  waited  a  long  time  during  which  his 
impatience  became  almost  uncontrollable,  and 
when  the  door  opened  at  last,  it  only  admitted 


LUCIA,    HUGH,    AND    ANOTHER.  135 

Willis  again,  wlio  came  to  explain  that  Mrs 
Prescott  was  out  and  Mrs  Marriott  engaged,  but 
that  she  would  see  Mr  Deane  if  he  could  make 
it  convenient  to  wait  a  little  longer. 

"  Yes,  he  would  wait  ;  his  time  was  quite  at 
Mrs  Marriott's  command,"  and  then  he  was 
left  alone  again. 

It  will  probably  be  thought  that  Lucia  was 
hesitating  as  to  the  expediency  of  granting  an 
interview  to  her  lover,  or  fortifying  herself 
against  him,  but  this  was  not  exactly  the  case. 
She  had  formed  a  deliberate  desire  to  see  him 
once  more,  and  to  say  to  him  all  that  it  seemed 
well  to  say  before  the  irrevocable  separation  was 
accomplished. 

Whether  she  was  wise  in  this  may  well  be 
doubted;  it  was  certain  her  courage  and  con- 
stancy were  now  to  be  put  to  such  a  test  as 
had  never  been  applied  to  them  before. 

But  the  immediate  cause  of  her  delay  was 
that  her  eyes  were  red  with  weeping,  and  she 
did  not  wish  to  appear  before  him  with  these 
signs  of  distress   to   move   his   sympathies ;  so 
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she  was  bathing  her  eyes  and  aching  head  with 
careful  solicitude.  The  cause  of  her  tears  was 
a  letter  from  her  husband  which  she  had  just 
received.  He  announced  that  he  should  be  in 
town  on  the  following  day,  with  the  intention  of 
proceeding  almost  immediately  to  Portsmouth; 
that  his  appointment  to  the  expected  command 
had  been  already  received  ;  and  that  a  week  after 
his  arrival  would  suffice  to  complete  his  arrange- 
ments before  sailing  for  Australia.  This  alone 
would  have  been  intelligence  sufficiently  pain- 
ful, Lucia  not  having  understood  that  such 
cruel  despatch  was  contemplated;  but  it  was 
given  not  only  with  complete  absence  of  any 
kind  of  consideration  in  her  regard,  but  with 
marked  and  deliberate  harshness.  Also,  Hugh 
took  occasion  again  to  impress  upon  his  wife, 
that  in  making  her  the  companion  of  his  exile, 
he  was  performing  a  painful  but  imperative  duty, 
which  her  own  guilt  and  weakness  imposed. 

The  perusal  of  such  a  letter  was  not  the  best 
preparation  for  resisting  the  arguments  of  a 
resolute  and  insidious  lover.     Also,  she  had  not 
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the  protection  of  her  mother's  presence,  Mrs 
Prescott  being  absent  on  a  visit  to  a  sick  friend, 
from  which  her  return  was  not  expected  for 
some  hours. 

Circumstances  could  scarcely  have  been  more 
favourable  for  the  triumph  of  good  over  evil, 
and  Lucia  was  going  down  into  the  battle  with 
a  very  imperfect  sense  of  the  strength  of  her 
adversary. 
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Life  seems  often  to  repeat  itself. 

As  Lucia,  pale,  tearful,  and  anxious,  entered 
the  room  where  Everard  Deane  was  waiting  for 
lier,  tlie  situation  seemed  almost  precisely  the 
same  as  when,  two  years  before,  she  had  come 
in  to  receive  him  after  the  incident  in  Kew 
Gardens.  His  mind,  too,  was  as  deeply  agi- 
tated now  as  then,  with  the  momentous  differ- 
ence that  he  was  no  longer  animated  by  the 
purpose  of  fulfilling  a  hard  duty. 

He  was  standing  looking  out  into  the  garden 
as  the  door  opened,  but  turned,  and  advanced 
at  once  to  meet  her.  His  eagerness  to  read  the 
expression  of  her  face  so  as  to  interpret  the 
unexpected  favour  of  her  meeting  him  was 
intense ;  but  he  did  not  suffer  such  eagerness  to 
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appear.  His  manner  was  as  gently  courteous 
and  solicitous  as  in  their  former  relations,  but 
no  more ;  he  was  tremblingly  alive  to  the 
necessity  of  not  scaring  her.  The  sight  of 
her  pallor  and  her  tears  shook  his  composure 
a  little,  and  added  fresh  impetus  to  his  res- 
olution. After  the  first  greeting  was  over, 
there  was  a  short  pause,  which  he  broke  by 
saying — 

"  We  have  been  friends  so  long  that  I  may 
venture  to  ask  what  new  trouble  has  overtaken 
you  ?  There  have  been  times  in  the  past  when 
you  have  suffered  me  to  help  you — in  a  blunder- 
ing fashion  enough,  but  I  will  do  my  best  not 
to  blunder  again.  Will  you  tell  me  what  has 
happened  ? " 

His  voice  was  liquid  with  that  note  of  sym- 
pathetic comprehension  which  is  the  most 
allurinor  of  human  influences:  he  raised  his 
eyes  and  looked  at  her.  if 

Up  to  this  moment  Lucia  had  been  standing. 
As  he  met  her  glance  in  response  to  the  question 
he  had  asked  her,  he  observed  that  her  cheek 


140  LUCIA,    HUGH,    AND    ANOTHER. 

Avent  a  little  paler,  and  that  she  trembled  slight- 
ly.    He  pushed  a  chair  towards  her. 

"  Will  you  not  sit  down  ?  "  he  said.  "  I  had 
no  right  to  question  you — I  who  have  made  you 
suffer  so  much  already!  I  am  come  to-day  not 
to  add,  I  hope,  to  any  troubles  you  may  have  to 
bear,  but  to  ask  you  if  it  may  not  be  in  my 
power  to  lighten  them.  Lucia,  will  you  deal 
quite  truly  wdth  me  ?  " 

"  So  far  as  is  right,  I  think  I  will,"  she  an- 
swered, in  tones  so  low  he  could  scarcely  catch 
them. 

"  Have  I  cost  you  much  pain  since  we  met 
last ;  and  is  your  feeling  for  me  that  of  loathing 
and  condemnation,  for  the  folly  and  wickedness 
of  which  I  was  guilty — as  it  may  appear  to  your 
innocent  mind  ?  Are  you  going  to  cast  me  out 
of  your  friendship  as  one  unworthy  ?  Lucia, 
you  must  not  do  that — I  cannot  live  under  your 
displeasure." 

"  I  am  not  displeased,"  she  answered,  still  in 
the  same  low  voice  as  if  communing  with  her 
own  heart;  "  and  I  have  no  rip^ht  to  condemn 
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you.  The  love  of  one  human  creature  for  another 
must  surely  be  too  precious  a  thing  to  reject 
with  anger  or  disdain,  even  though  it  must  be 
rejected,  and  ought  not  to  have  been  offered. 
And  then  I  blame  myself  so  much  ! " 

"  How  ?  "  he  asked. 

**  I  should  have  understood  before  I  was  mar- 
ried what  I  learnt  too  late  afterwards — how 
much  you  had  sacrificed  for  me.  I  was  so 
blind,  because  I  was  entirely  taken  up  with  my 
own  troubles  and  interests " 

"  Too  late  !  "  he  interrupted  her  ;  ''  what  do 
you  mean  by  '  too  late '  1  " 

He  came  nearer  to  her  as  he  spoke,  and  she 
could  not  fail  to  see  how  strong  were  the  feel- 
ings he  was  holding  under  difficult  restraint,  but 
her  courage  did  not  fail  her.  She  had  set  herself 
a  task  she  meant  to  carry  out  to  the  end.  In- 
stead of  faltering  before  his  glance,  she  encoun- 
tered it  firmly  with  her  sweet  and  tender  eyes. 

"  You  may,  perhaps,  have  thought  it  strange 
and  unbecoming  .in  me  to  meet  you  this  morn- 
ing, remembering  all  that  has  gone  before,  but 
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I  have  so  much  I  want  to  say  to  you  that  I  have 
risked  the  appearance  of  doing  wrong ;  only  you 
must  be  good  enough  to  hear  me  quietly.  You 
see  how  firm  a  trust  I  hav6  in  your  honour  and 
forbearance  when  I  come  alone,  quite  alone,  into 
your  presence  like  this ;  but  I  cannot  imagine 
that  such  unhappiness  and  weakness  as  mine 
could  move  you  to  any  other  feeling  than  the 
wish  to  try  and  give  me  the  help  and  comfort 
that  I  need." 

He  turned  away  from  her  with  a  groan. 

"  You  have  all  the  cruel  provocations  of  your 
sex,  Lucia,  but  I  will  forbear  a  little  longer." 

"  I  should  not  have  felt  justified  in  seeing 
you  to-day,"  she  continued,  "  except  it  had  been 
to  bid  you  good-bye.  I  mean,  I  should  never 
have  dared  to  tell  you  the  truth  had  there  been 
any  possibility  of  our  meeting  afterwards.  But 
we  are  going  to  Australia  next  week — that  is 
the  other  side  of  the  earth," — with  a  little  smile 
— "  and  I  feel  that  before  I  could  cleanse  my 
soul,  and  turn  to  a  better  life,  I  must  make  my 
deathbed  confession." 
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Her  eyes  were  full  of  tears,  but  there  was  a 
great  restraint  about  her  manner  that  seemed  to 
hold  him  under  a  spell  of  quiet. 

"My  husband  is  very  bitter  against  me,  as 
you  heard,  and  you  thought  that  he  reproached 
me  unjustly,  and  that  I  was  bearing  the  punish- 
ment of  your  fault.  When,  in  his  anger,  he 
sent  me  away  from  home,  you  thought  again  I 
did  not  deserve  such  treatment,  but — you  were 
mistaken !  Long  before  that  day  I  had  laid 
my  heart  open  to  his  condemnation  :  I  had  a 
miserable  shameful  secret  that  I  could  not  keep, 
except  from  you — and  now,  even  from  you,  I 
do  not  desire  to  keep  it." 

Everard  came  forward  and  knelt  at  her  feet ; 
the  face  he  lifted  to  hers  was  pale  with  rapture — 
every  line  seemed  touched  with  an  aspect  that 
bordered  on  inspiration ;  he  looked  as  a  devotee 
might  look  at  the  shrine  of  a  discovered  deity. 

"  You  love  me,  Lucia,  at  last  I — you  love 
me  ?  " 

He  clasped  his  arms  about  her  waist,  and 
offered  his  lips  to  hers. 
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"  Seal  your  words,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  peril- 
ous with  the  streno^th  and  sweetness  of  his 
passion.     "You  love  me,  Lucia!" 

For  a  moment  she  hesitated ;  gazing  into  his 
face  uDtil  she  felt  her  own  checked  and  disci- 
plined ardour  running  into  heat  and  disorder 
beneath  his  gaze.  It  was  not  possible  to  carry 
renunciation — not  for  her  so  much  as  for  him- 
self— to  its  extremest  limits  :  it  would  be  cruelty 
and  mockery  to  exact  from  him  all  that  her  pure 
abstinence  could  have  foregone.  She  laid  her 
hands  lightly  on  his  shoulders,  and  bending  to- 
wards him,  sujQfered  her  lips  to  meet  his ;  but 
when  he  would  have  taken  her  in  his  arms  and 
exhausted  the  sweetness  he  had  scarcely  tasted, 
she  uttered  a  low  cry,  and  struggled  to  be  free. 

He  released  her  at  once,  and  looked  at  her 
with  grieved  surprise. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  he  asked.  ''  You 
said  you  loved  me,  Lucia  ? " 

"  I  love  you,  Everard,  but  I  am  not  free  to 
love  you.  I  could  not  go  away  for  ever,  and 
let  you  continue  to  think  of  me  as  one  better 
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than  yourself,  when  it  is  so  far  otherwise ;  nor 
could  I  go  away  without  permitting  myself  the 
sad  comfort  of  seeing  you  once  again,  and  bid- 
ding you  a  last  farewell.  I  kissed  you,"  she 
added,  with  dimming  eyes,  "  as  we  kiss  those 
we  shall  see  no  more  in  this  world." 

He  stood  up  and  clasped  his  hands  before  his 
eyes  as  if  to  shut  out  a  sight  that  tempted  him 
beyond  control. 

''  You  will  drive  me  mad,"  he  said.  "  I  do 
not  understand  !  You  have  come  to  me  to  tell 
me  that  you  love  me — you  have  come  to  me  to 
dismiss  me  for  ever  !  But  if  you  love  me,  you 
are  mine,  and  I  will  hold  you,  with  or  without 
your  own  consent.  Can  you  conceive  I  shall 
let  you  go  ?  " 

He  came  towards  her,  but  contented  himself 
with  drawing  a  chair  near  hers,  and  pouring 
out  his  pleadings  in  her  ears. 

"Let  me  show  you,"  he  urged,  "where  our 
true  happiness  lies — ay,  and  our  duty  too — 
separated  from  the  mists  and  prejudices  of 
opinion." 

VOL.  III.  K 
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And  then  he  went  on  to  describe  to  her  the 
life  that  they  would  lead  together — satisfied, 
healed,  ennobled  bj  their  mutual  love ;  lifted 
above  the  influence  of  the  world's  censure, 
which  would  leave  their  blessedness  unscathed. 

Few  men  were  better  qualified  to  fortify  the 
arguments  and  support  the  sophistries  which 
help  to  prop  a  fool's  paradise.  And  in  this  case 
the  advocate  was  himself  a  sincere  believer  in 
the  truth  of  his  cause ;  so  that  the  strength  of 
his  own  convictions  was  hard  to  resist,  and 
harder  still  the  appeak  to  the  proofs  he  had 
given  in  the  past  of  devotion  and  disinterest- 
edness. 

Lucia  leant  back  in  her  chair  and  listened 
with  closed  eyes,  from  which  the  tears  fell 
silently.  She  made  no  attempt  to  interrupt  him. 
Was  it  not  the  last  time  his  voice  would  sound 
in  her  ears  ?  and  was  it  not  also  as  well  for  his 
own  peace  of  mind,  although  he  tortured  hers, 
that  he  should  exhaust  such  arguments  before 
she  answered  him  ? 

'*  I  have  thought  of  all  this  myself,"  she  said, 
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when  at  length  he  paused ;  *'  and  I  do  believe 
what  it  is  given  to  few  women  to  believe,  that 
were  I  so  unhappy  as  to  cast  in  my  lot  with 
yours,  I  should  never  hear  a  reproach  from  your 
lips,  or  miss,  while  life  lastea,  that  perfect  kind- 
ness which  you  show  to  all,  but  which  as  shown 
to  me  I  have  felt  as  almost  irresistible.  But 
such  a  life  I  could  not  lead.  Perhaps  I  might 
learn  to  bear  the  burden  of  my  own  shame,  but 
the  thought  that  I  had  linked  a  heart  and  mind 
like  yours  to  daily  association  with  dishonour 
would  kill  me.  There  could  never  be  an  up- 
ward look,  an  upward  thought ;  we  should  drag 
each  other  down  to  a  depth  almost  be3^ond  the 
mercy  of  God." 

She  spoke  with  an  earnestness  and  solemnity 
that  he  had  never  heard  from  her  lips  before, 
and  which  distilled  through  his  senses  like  ice 
or  frost. 

He  shivered  a  little,  and  stretching  out  his 
hand,  took  hold  of  hers,  lying  passively  in  her 
lap,  as  if  to  recover  the  bond  between  them. 
She  did  not  withhold  it ;  and  just  because  her 
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dignity  was  so  simple  and  confiding,  he  held  it 
in  a  light  and  almost  hesitating  grasp. 

''  You  talk  like  a  holy  child,"  he  said ;  "  but 
I  cannot  argue  any  more,  I  can  only  plead.     I 
plead  your  own  words   against  you — that  you 
strengthen  your  purpose  out  of  regard  to   my 
welfare.     Is  it  so  \     And  in  the  same  breath 
you   tell    me    you   will  leave    me    to    live    my 
desperate    life    alone  ;    you    love    me    and   you 
abandon  me  !     Oh,  my  dear,  let  your  pity  and 
goodness  take  another  form  !     I  have  none  of 
the    elasticity    of    youth    remaining,    but    am 
bruised  and  shaken  a  good  deal  with  the  con- 
flict of  life.     You  have  the  touch  to  heal,  the 
balm  to  apply,  and  I  beseech  you  to  fulfil  your 
office — not  to  pass  by   on   the  other  side  and 
call  it  virtue  and  religion  ! " 

He  stopped  a  moment,  but  she  did  not  an- 
swer, and  he  went  on. 

''  Don't  believe  that  I  have  not  struojorled 
against  this  love  of  mine, — that  I  have  not  felt 
in  every  nerve  the  sweetness  and  the  holiness 
of  goodness — even  that  I  have  not  protested  and 
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rebelled  against  the  power  you  were  exercising 
over  me  !  But  it  has  all  been  in  vain  ;  there  is 
nothing  sacred  to  me  but  your  love — no  duty 
possible  unless  the  woman  I  adore  will  help  me 
to  live  my  life  !  " 

He  strained  the  hand  he  held  against  his  lips 
and  breast,  then,  looking  into  her  pale  averted 
face,  he  flung  it  from  him. 

"  Why  have  you  played  with  me  like  this  T' 
he  said,  in  accents  that  cut  her  to  the  heart. 
"  Did  I  ask  for  the  confession  of  your  love — the 
cruel  womanly  torture  of  showing  me  what  you 
refused  to  give  ?  You  don't  know  what  you 
are  doing  ;  you  measure  my  love  and  despair 
by  the  little  shallow  pang  that  makes  your  heart 
ache." 

"  Perhaps,"  she  answered,  ''  I  judged  unwisely, 
and  should  have  kept  my  secret.  My  feeling 
was,  not  to  enter  on  the  new  life  before  me  with 
the  burden  of  an  unconfessed  sin  on  my  con- 
science— that  it  was  not  honest  to  leave  you 
with  such  a  mistaken  idea  of  my  goodness. 
I  have  broken  bonds  which  did  not  hold  you, 
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and  vows  which  you  have  never  made.  I 
have  spoiled  the  life  of  a  good  man  who  loved 
me — whom  I  once  loved — very  dearly.  And, 
in  the  future,  it  follows  justly  that  my  punish- 
ment will  be  the  hardest  to  bear."  She  stopped 
a  little  to  steady  her  voice.  "  I  wish,"  she 
added,  "  I  could  bear  yours  too — the  worst 
thought  of  all  is  that  I  have  made  you  suffer. 
Everard,  I  will  pray  God  day  and  night  that 
you  may  forget  me  !  " 

"  Do  ! "  he  answered,  ''  it  will  keep  my  mem- 
ory green  in  your  heart.  Am  I  cruel,"  he 
added  quickly,"  and  hurt  your  tender  con- 
science? But  this  new  life  you  talk  of — I 
do  not  understand.  It  is  not  a  new  life  to  do 
your  daily  duty  as  Hugh  Marriott's  wife,  is  it  ? 
Are  there  possibilities  in  the  future  of  which  I 
know  nothing  ? " 

"You  do  not  know  perhaps  that  he  has 
got  the  command  he  desired,  and  that  we  sail 
next  week  for  Australia  ?  These  are  new  and 
very  hard  conditions,  which  seemed  to  excuse 
my  seeing  you  once  more — the  last  time.     I 
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was  wrong,  perhaps.  I  did  not  know  you  would 
misunderstand  ;  T  did  not  know  that — that," — 
she  hesitated,  then  added  with  irresistible  pathos, 
"if  you  loved  me,  I  thought  you  would  have 
helped  me  to  do  right." 

*'  Right ! "  he  repeated  ;  "  the  sharpest  suffer- 
ing the  greater  merit !  Hearts  bruised  and 
tortured  must  of  necessity  be  an  acceptable 
sacrifice  to  duty  !  How  shall  I  endure  it  ?  You 
are  resolved  to  sacrifice  yourself  to  this  man ; 
to  cut  yourself  off  from  me  to  whom  you  are 
the  one  thing  needful ;  to  throw  yourself  in  the 
dust  at  his  feet  who  will  spurn  and  trample 

you " 

"No,  no,'*  she  said  eagerly.  ''I  will  win 
back  his  love." 

"  You  will  try  ? "  he  demanded,  gazing  at  her 
incredulously. 

*'  I  will  spend  my  life  in  trying,  and,  God 
helping  me,  I  will  succeed." 

"  And  should  you  succeed,  poor  Lucia,"  he 
said  with  concentrated  bitterness,  "  what  will 
you  gain  ?      Enough   to  comfort   you  for  the 
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blight  and  ruin  of  my  wretched  life  '?  Have 
you  taken  into  account  what  I  shall  do  with 
the  miserable  remnant  that  you  will  leave  me, 
when  all  restraints,  desires,  and  hopes  are  gone  ? 
Eemember,  I  do  not  pray  to  God  ;  I  don't  accept 
the  insufferable  as  divinely  appointed  martyr- 
dom, nor  am  able  to  indemnify  myself  for  the 
mischief  I  have  done  by  working  out  my  own 
salvation  at  any  cost  to  others.     Instead  of  this 

holy  mockery But  no,  I  will  not  shock  nor 

threaten   you,    only "   he   approached  her 

again  and  held  out  his  arms — ''  you  will  not 
come  to  me  instead  of  him  ?  you  choose  this 
phantom  duty  rather  than  my  salvation  ? " 

His  voice  and  gesture  of  appeal  had  a  power 
that  seemed  to  shake  her  constancy  to  its  foun- 
dations ;  a  terror  seized  her  lest  she  should  yield 
in  spite  of  herself,  and  served  to  give  intensity 
to  her  denial. 

^*  Never  !"  she  cried,  shrinking  from  him;  "it 
would  not  be  redemption  but  ruin  !  Do  not, 
I  beseech  you,  urge  me  any  more  !  If  you 
would  leave  me  now,  and  forbear  to  make  the 
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thought  of  this  last  meeting  more  painful,  it 
would  be  one  more  debt  of  gratitude  I  should 
owe  you.     I  am  very  tired." 

To  some  men  the  evident  symptoms  of  her 
weariness  and  exhaustion  would  have  been  a 
fresh  inducement  to  persistence ;  but  to  him,  in 
spite  of  the  delirium  of  passion,  no  restraint 
could  have  been  more  influential  than  this  sim- 
ple confession  of  her  weakness. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  *'  I  will  do  as  you  wish,  and 
go  ;  but  this  is  not  our  farewell,  Lucia.  I  shall 
see  you  once  again — it  is  in  vain  for  you  to 
forbid  it." 

"  If  you  do  not  say  farewell  to  me  to-day,  you 
will  never  say  it,"  was  her  answer,  "  for  I  Avill 
not  see  you  any  more.  Nor  would  you  be  so 
cruel  as  to  force  yourself  upon  me  again,  and 
expose  me  to  my  husband's  just  anger,  and  to 
the  grief  of  my  dear  mother.  We  will  part  now, 
Everard." 

She  got  up  and  approached  him  with  a  sad 
composure  that  he  did  not  choose  to  trouble  by 
atjy  fresh  protest  on  his  part,  watching  her  with 
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a  forlorn  perception  that  she  was  as  one  beyond 
his  influence,  moving  outside  his  sphere.  "  I 
remember  when  we  parted  last  in  this  same 
room,  that  I  prayed  God  to  make  you  as  happy 
as  you  had  made  me,  for  you  had  given  me  back 
my  dear  lover.  I  must  change  the  words,  but 
not  the  spirit  of  that  prayer.  God  bless  you, 
Everard,  not  as  I  will,  but  as  He  wills  ! " 

She  leaned  towards  him  and  touched  his  fore- 
head with  her  lips,  he  making  no  sign  beyond 
the  steadfast  gaze  of  accepted  but  inexpressible 
despair ;  then  she  turned  hurriedly  and  fled  from 
the  room,  leaving  him  standing  there  alone. 


CHAPTER    XL. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  following  day  Captain 
Marriott  arrived  at  his  father-in-law's  house, 
and  a  few  hours  later  Mr  Prescott  returned, 
bringing  with  him  Mr  and  Mrs  Lorimer,  at 
whose  house  he  had  been  spending  his  holiday. 
The  motive  which  brought  the  family  thus  to- 
gether was  the  unexpected  position  of  affairs  as 
regarded  Hugh  and  Lucia,  all  being  of  one 
opinion  as  to  the  scheme  of  carrying  her  off  to 
the  antipodes,  and  uniting  in  the  earnest  desire 
to  keep  her  at  home. 

It  had  been  Mr  Prescott's  intention  to  take  a 
very  high  tone  with  Marriott,  as  he  had  a  con- 
fused notion  that  he  had  been  grossly  deceived 
by  him  in  the  matter  of  the  Haw^thorndene  in- 
heritance, without  which  he  would  never  have 
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been  allowed  to  marry  his  daughter ;  but  the 
tone  of  the  young  man  was  so  imperious  and 
haughty,  that  he  felt  himself  at  an  unexpected 
disadvantage. 

Hugh  stated  that  his  present  social  position 
as  commander  of  one  of  the  best  ships  in  H.M.'s 
service,  was  greatly  superior  to  that  on  which 
his  original  engagement  to  Lucia  Prescott  had 
been  sanctioned;  that  he  owed  it  only  to  his  own 
merits,  and  was  happily  independent  of  any  out- 
side aid  or  hindrance.  His  absence  from  Eno^- 
land  would  probably  be  for  a  long  term  of  years, 
but  his  appointment  included  very  favourable 
conditions ;  was  it  reasonable  to  suppose  he 
should  leave  his  wife  behind  him  for  no  bet- 
ter reason  than  her  susceptibility  to  sea-sick- 
ness ?  Surely  there  could  not  be  two  opinions 
as  to  the  duty  of  a  wife  under  such  circumstan- 
ces 1  Mutual  companionship  was  the  rudimen- 
tary principle  of  the  conjugal  contract.  Then 
it  was  to  be  considered  they  had  no  children, 
which  rendered  their  mutual  dependence  greater. 

This  was  the  position  he  took  in  the  home 
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circle,  for  he  so  far  subordinated  his  passion  to 
his  self-respect  as  to  conceal  the  motive  which 
was  more  influential  with  him  than  any  other. 
He  had  relieved  his  mind  of  its  bitter  burden  to 
Lucia^s  mother,  but  he  did  not  desire  that  the 
disclosure  of  his  private  affairs  should  be  made 
to  any  other  member  o^  the  family.  At  the 
same  time  he  took  care  to  call  Lucia  to  bear 
witness  to  the  generosity  of  such  forbearance. 
He  had  come  w^ith  the  full  purpose  of  taking  her 
with  him  to  Portsmouth  on  the  following  day, 
so  as  to  relieve  him  of  the  necessity  of  returning 
to  town  to  fetch  her ;  but  this  arrangement 
was  so  strenuously  objected  to  by  her  friends, 
that  he  found  it  necessary  to  yield  the  point. 

"  Consider,"  said  Helen,  "  that  you  have  left 
us  but  ten  days  to  prepare  her  outfit  and  recon- 
cile ourselves  to  this  dreadful  separation  I  You 
can  surely  spare  her  to  us  for  the  last  week  of 
all  ?  It  is  a  heart-breaking  business,  but  we 
will  all  do  our  duty,  and  try  and  keep  up  her 
courage." 

"  Yes/'  he  answered  bitterly,  "  it  is  unheard- 
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of  tyranny  for  a  husband  to  take  his  wife  to  sea 
with  him.  Is  Lucia  supposed  to  have  forsworn 
both  her  affection  and  her  duty?  " 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Hugh,  such  a  question  implies 
a  total  misapprehension  of  the  present  state  of 
social  feeling.  In  the  revised  Prayer-book 
*  obedience '  will  be  struck  out  of  the  marriage- 
service,  or  rather  we  shall  marry  without  going 
to  church  at  all.  Matrimony  means  nothing 
more  than  mutual  adaptation.  Philip  does  not 
insist  on  dragging  me  across  the  herring-pond 
whenever  business  or  pleasure  takes  him  that 
way.  Besides,  it  would  be  refined  cruelty — a 
penal  chastisement — to  take  Lucia  to  Ports- 
mouth to  pine  in  a  hotel,  while  you  are  so  im- 
mersed in  nautical  business  that  you  will  scarcely 
be  able  to  speak  to  her  from  morning  till  night. 
No,  no,  you  must  leave  her  here  ! " 

Hugh  would  have  rejoiced  to  have  overruled 
Mrs  Lorimer's  objections,  but  he  could  not  dis- 
regard the  wishes  of  his  wife's  parents,  and 
reluctantly  consented  that  she  should  remain 
at  Kichmond. 
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As  soon  as  he  found  himself  alone  with  Lucia 
his  manner  changed ;  he  had  behaved  towards 
her  in  public  in  such  a  way  as  not  to  provoke 
observation, — the  comparative  coolness  and  sul- 
lenness  of  his  manner  being  attributed  to  the 
natural  infirmity  of  his  temper  under  opposition. 

He  had  summoned  her  up  -  stairs  into  his 
dressing-room  after  dinner,  under  the  natural 
pretext  of  helping  his  arrangements  for  the  next 
day's  journey,  but  really  with  quite  another 
intention. 

'*  My  portmanteau  is  packed,"  he  said  ;  "all 
that  was  done  before  I  left  Hawthorndene,  and 
any  way,  I  should  not  have  asked  such  services 
at  your  hands.  I  have  sent  for  you  for  quite 
another  purpose — I  have  a  question  to  ask." 

Lucia  turned  sick  and  faint ;  what  ordeal  was 
before  her  1  It  had  not  occurred  to  her  mind 
that  he  would  question  her  as  to  the  occurrences 
of  the  time  of  their  separation.  If  he  were 
going  to  do  this,  would  it  be  possible  to  con- 
fess the  truth,  and  risk  the  consequences  of 
his  ancjer? 
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She  sat  down  on  a  couch  with  her  back  to 
the  light,  and  breathed  an  instinctive  prayer  for 
strength  and  guidance.  Under  any  circum- 
stances she  could  not  lie  before  God  and  her 
own  conscience. 

"  Yes ;  "  she  said,  with  the  docility  which  ap- 
peared to  her  as  a  duty,  seeing  that  he  seemed 
to  wait  for  an  answer  before  he  pl'oceeded;  "  you 
have  some  question  to  ask  me  1 " 

"  Everard  Deane  left  Hurstpoint  three  days 
ago  for  town  ;  I  ask  you  if  you  have  held  any 
communication  with  him  ?  " 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  the  man  s 
flushed  and  angry  face  grew  w^hite  and  stern ; 
in  reality  he  had  not  believed  that  such  had 
been  the  case,  making  the  inquiry  more  as  a 
means  of  moral  torture  than  with  the  expecta- 
tion of  having  the  possibility  confirmed;  but 
the  look  of  distress  on  Lucia's  face  was  not  to 
be  mistaken. 

He  suddenly  seized  her  wrist  with  intentional 
violence. 

"  Speak  ! "  he  demanded,  beside  himself  with 
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rage ;  and  then  stooping  over  her,  he  hissed  in 
her  ear  the  most  insufferable  word  that  wife  or 
woman  can  endure. 

Lucia  shuddered  slightly,  but  the  *  outrage 
helped  her  to  a  measure  of  resistance. 

**  No,"  she  said  firmly,  "  I  am  not  that ;  and 
if  I  hesitate  to  tell  you  the  truth,  it  is  not  be- 
cause I  have  anything  shameful  to  conceal,  but 
I  dread  your  violence.  Not  for  my  own  sake, 
but  think  in  whose  house  we  are,  and  do  not 
shame  me  before  those  I  love,  and  who  still 
love  me ! " 

"  Back  to  the  point !  "  he  answered  ;  "  and  do 
not  venture  to  put  me  aside  by  puling  phrases. 
You  have  seen  him?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Where  ?  in  the  presence  of  your  mother  ?  " 

"  Wait  a  moment,"  she  said  breathlessly ; 
''  give  me  time,  and  I  will  tell  you  all.  I  saw 
him  here — in  this  house — and  alone.  My  mother 
was  out ;  he  came  without  my  knowing  he  was 
coming,  but  I  went  to  him  deliberately.  T 
thought  it  better  he  should  be  told  we  were 

VOL.  in.  L 
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going  to  leave  Europe,  and — have  patience  with 
me,  Hugh  !  —  I  desired  to  bid  him  good  -  bye. 
We  shall  never  meet  any  more." 

He  burst  into  a  derisive  laugh. 

"  Never  meet  any  more  !  Was  there  then  time 
and  opportunity  enough  for  passion  to  exhaust 
itself  at  last  ?  You  *  saw  him  alone — you  went 
to  him  deliberately  —  you  desired  to  bid  him 
good-bye.'  God  in  heaven,  your  effrontery  is 
matchless !  " 

He  turned  from  her,  and  paced  the  room, 
then  stopped  again  before  her. 

"  Why  should  I  not  strike  you  down  at  my 
feet  ?  Are  you  entitled  to  any  mercy  at  my 
hands  ?  How  long  did  your  meeting  last '? 
What  form  did  your  adieux  take  ?  Speak  !  I 
will  know  more." 

"  It  would  be  a  thing  impossible,"  she  said, 
raising  her  eyes  to  his  inflamed  countenance, 
with  desperate  resolution,  "  to  repeat  what 
words  were  spoken  between  us;  but  God,  who 
knows  all  things,  knows  I  spoke  as  in  His  hear- 
ing, and  that  I  did  not  let  a  word  escape  me 
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that  I  could  not  justify  before  my  conscience 
and  you.     Mr  Deane "  she  paused. 

"  Ay,  Mr  Deane !  did  he  also  speak  under 
divine  restraints  ^ " 

His  tone  was  of  an  intensity  that  conveyed 
a  greater  idea  of  hatred  than  oaths  and  curses 
would  have  done. 

"  At  least  he  accepted  what  I  told  him — that 
I  would  never  see  him  any  more — that  hence- 
forth the  effort  of  my  life  would  be  penitence  " 
— her  voice  dropped — "  and,  if  you  would  suffer 
it — atonement." 

"Penitence!"  he  repeated  harshly;  "yes,  we 
repent  when  we  suffer,  and  you  have  cut  your- 
self off  from  pity.  Do  not  hope  this  last  out- 
rage will  move  me  to  set  you  free — you  shall 
not  only  go  to  Australia  with  me,  but  it  shall  be 
no  fault  of  mine  if  we  ever  return  to  England. 
I  have  no  ties  here,  none  anywhere  ! "  he  added 
passionately;  "for  though  I  will  keep  you  always 
close  to  my  side,  in  order  that  you  may  not 
shame  me  publicly,  I  am  more  divorced  from 
you  in  heart  and  purpose  than  many  whom  the 
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law   has  divided.     As  for  atonement,  none  is 
possible  for  wrongs  like  mine." 

''  Perhaps  not,"  she  said,  bowing  her  head  on 
her  hands,  ''but  forgiveness  is." 

He  looked  at  her  sharply,  and  a  glimmering 
of  compunction  touched  his  spirit.  Her  atti- 
tude and  voice  had  an  almost  irresistible  pathos ; 
his  fury  was  no  longer  fierce  enough  to  meet 
such  meekness  with  sustained  harshness. 

''  You  know  my  views  on  that  point,"  he 
answered  more  gently  ;  "  forgiveness  is  impos- 
sible if  you  mean  by  it  a  blotting  out  of  my 
memory  offences  such  as  yours.  The  time  can 
never  come  when  I  shall  cease  to  think  of  you 
as  a  guilty  woman  who  has  sullied  her  own  life 
and  spoilt  mine ;  a  broken  mirror  can't  be  pieced 
again  !     But  it  is  not  you  that  I  hate  !  " 

His  face  worked  as  he  spoke ;  he  set  his  teeth 
hard. 

"  As  for  the  man  whom  I  do — the  man  who 
has  robbed  you  of  your  goodness  and  spoilt  our 
once  happy  lives,  no  curses  of  mine  are  deep 
enough  to  blast  him.     I  have  been  his  dupe  and 


LUCIA,    HUGH,    AND    ANOTHER.  165 

tool  throughout,  and  yet  I  have  suffered  him  to 
escape  my  vengeance.  It  may  be,  though,  it  is 
not  yet  too  late.  I  promise  you,  Lucia,  I  will 
not  leave  England  till  we  have  met  once  more." 

He  turned  from  her  as  if  he  had  taken  some 
instant  resolution,  and  took  up  his  hat. 

"  My  time  is  free  to-night,"  he  said,  with  a 
curious  quietness,  ''  and  if  he  is  in  London,  I 
will  find  him.  Have  you  any  message  for  your 
lover  ? " 

She  saw  he  was  resolved  beyond  any  expostu- 
lation of  hers,  or  rather,  that  protest  or  appeal  on 
her  part  would  only  confirm  his  purpose.  In- 
wardly, she  felt  sick  with  apprehension,  but  she 
answered  quietly — 

"  I  have  spoken  my  last  words  to  Mr  Deane. 
I  have  nothing  more  to  say." 

He  looked  at  her  pale  face,  and  smiled. 

"  My  revenge  will  be  two-edged — what  hurts 
him  hurts  you  !  You  shall  sufter  where  you  are 
most  sensitive." 

And  he  opened  the  door  and  went  out. 

Lucia  continued  to  sit  where  he  had  left  her 
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till  the  daylight  waned,  and  it  grew  dark  about 
her.  Her  thought  was,  how  close  did  punish- 
ment follow  on  sin  !  If  any  evil  deed  were  done 
that  night  which  might  plunge  her  young  hus- 
band's life  in  disgrace  and  misery,  was  it  with 
him  the  responsibility  lay  ?  He  had  been  faith- 
ful and  fond.  Was  it  with  her,  who,  though  she 
had  stepped  aside  from  the  right  path,  had  done 
it  with  such  bitter  reluctance,  and  conquered 
herself  in  spite  of  secret  pain  and  yearning? 
Then,  did  the  burden  of  guilt  rest  only  upon  the 
shoulders  of  the  other  man  who  had  loved  her 
with  so  chivalrous  a  friendship,  and  sacrificed  his 
personal  happiness  to  her  supposed  wellbeing? 

No  ;  ten  thousand  times  no !  or  if  it  did, 
what  words  could  exhaust  the  pity  of  it  that  he 
who  was  equal  to  so  much  had  not  been  equal 
to  a  little  more  ?  that  the  renunciation  he  had 
carried  so  far  had  not  sufficed  to  close  his  lips 
to  the  end  in  loyal  silence  1 

Had  he  never  spoken,  and  she  remained  igno- 
rant of  his  denials  and  his  pain,  the  seed  of  her 
own  love  would  not  have  germinated,  and  the 
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peaceful  prosaic  happiness  slie  had  enjoyed  with 
Hugh  would  have  run  its  natural  course.  She 
would  have  lived  in  blessed  unconsciousness 
that  there  was  another  voice,  touch,  and  person- 
ality capable  of  quickening  her  being  to  a  sense 
of  rapture  and  despair  beyond  her  former  know- 
ledge of  herself. 

But  the  root  of  the  mischief  went  deeper 
still.  It  came  out  of  the  duplicity  of  her  father's 
conduct,  wdio  had  refused  fair-play  to  Hugh 
and  herself,  and  plotted,  so  dexterously  as  he 
thought  it,  to  make  her  a  rich  man's  wife.  Even 
supposing  that  Everard  Deane  had  noticed  her 
with  favour,  if  she  had  been  free  to  tell  him  at 
first  of  her  eno^ao^ement,  no  harm  would  have 
been  done.  He  would  have  drawn  back  at 
once,  and  thought  no  more  of  the  simple  girl 
who  had  attracted  him,  and  none  of  these  miser- 
able complications  would  have  arisen.  Ah  !  she 
would  not  have  sat  shivering  now  in  repressed 
but  terrible  anxiety  about  his  safety;  for  if 
they  met,  to  what  length  might  not  Hugh's 
vensreance  lead  him  '? 
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There  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  Helen 
entered. 

"  Lucia,  are  you  here  in  the  dark  ?  we  are 
waiting  tea  for  you.  Is  anything  wrong  ?  We 
thought  you  were  with  Hugh." 

Lucia  stirred  and  roused  herself.  Her  sister's 
gay  voice  and  light  footsteps  had  a  far-away 
effect  upon  her  mind ;  it  seemed  as  if  a  gulf 
divided  her  from  the  time  when  she  too  was 
careless  and  happy.  But  such  misery  must  not 
be  confessed. 

"  I  am  here  on  the  couch  in  the  window — 
come  and  sit  down  a  few  minutes,  dear.  Hugh 
has  been  with  me,  but  is  gone  out,  and — I  have 
a  great  many  sad  things  to  think  of." 

Mrs  Lorimer  groped  her  way  successfully,  and 
sitting  down  by  Lucia,  passed  her  arms  about 
her,  and  drew  her  head  down  on  her  shoulder. 

**  It  is  cruel,"  she  said,  "to  take  you  away, 
you  were  always  such  a  tender  creature,  Lucia; 
but  I  suppose  it  is  right  you  should  go  ? " 

"It  is  quite  right.  I  would  not  stay  behind, 
if  Hugh  were   willing,  only I  think  you 
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and  Philip  must  promise  to  come  and  see  me. 
I  shall  be  sick  with  longing  for  familiar  faces  !  " 

"  My  dear,  there  was  a  time  when  the  wilder- 
ness would  have  rejoiced  and  blossomed  as  the 
rose,  if  only  your  sweet  sailor-boy  had  been  with 
you.  Heigh-ho  I  there  is  nothing  like  marriage 
for  destroying  the  romance  of  love." 

Lucia  felt  this  as  a  stab  to  her  conscience. 

"  It  is  not  Hugh's  fault,"  she  answered  in  a 
low  tone,  "  if  we  are  not  so  happy  as  we  have 
been.  I — I  have  disappointed  him  a  good  deal. 
Is  it  not  very  late  ?  I  do  not  know  the  time. 
Let  us  go  down-stairs,  dear — it  is  become  quite 
chilly." 

"  Poor  little  sister !  is  she  afraid  I  am  going  to 
ask  difficult  questions  '?  But  I  am  not.  I  saw 
which  way  the  innocent  heart  inclined  long 
before  you  were  married,  child,  and  would  have 
warned  you  that  there  was  trouble  ahead,  but  it 
would  have  done  no  good.  It  was  plain  to  every 
one  but  yourselves  that  Everard  Deane  adored 
you ;  and  more,  that  you  thought  him  the  most 
interesting  human  creature  you  had  ever  met. 
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You  have  done  nothing  very  wrong,  dear — of 
that  I  am  quite  sure ;  but  you  are  self-con- 
demned, and  poor  Hugh  has  good  cause  to  be 
jealous." 

Lucia  replied  by  suddenly  throwing  her  arms 
round  her  sister's  neck,  and  bursting  into  sobs — 
the  sobs  which  convulse  from  long  repression. 

"  Helen,  he  is  gone  to-night  to  try  and  find 
him,  and  avenge  his  quarrel.  If  mischief 
happens " 

Helen  was  a  little  startled,  first  by  the  fact 
and  all  that  it  implied,  but  perhaps  still  more 
by  the  passionate  intensity  that  Lucia  had  be- 
trayed. It  was  to  the  latter  she  addressed 
herself. 

"  No  serious  mischief  can  happen,  dear.  They 
are  not  armed  with  pistols  or  bowie-knives,  and 
hard  words  break  no  bones.  Let  us  light  the 
candles,  and  bathe  your  eyes,  and  go  down- 
stairs with  me,  or  the  father  and  my  good  Philip 
will  be  asking  no  end  of  questions.'' 

"  No,  I  cannot  I  I  am  too  dreadfully  anxious. 
Not  for  him  chiefly — I   would  not  have  you 
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think  that ;  but  lest  Hugh  should  do  anything 
rash  or  violent.  Make  some  excuses  for  me, 
please/' 

Helen  passed  her  hand  tenderly  over  her 
sister's  hair. 

"  I  will,  and  come  to  you  again  as  soon  as  I 
think  I  can  be  spared." 

She  had  lighted  the  candles,  and  now  was 
able  to  see  how  wan  and  worn  Lucia  looked. 
There  was  an  expression,  almost  of  despair,  in  the 
lovely  eyes,  which  seemed  to  be  following  her 
movements  mechanically. 

"  Come,  come,  Lucia,  this  won't  do,"  she  ex- 
claimed, with  affectionate  impatience.  "  Hugh 
will  know  how  to  take  care  of  himself,  and  will 
be  too  wise  to  get  into  mischief  on  the  eve  of 
taking  command  of  his  ship.  Mr  Deane  is  not 
a  hot-headed  boy,  and  has  had  a  good  deal  of 
practice,  I  daresay,  in  parrying  this  kind  of 
thing  before.  No  harm  will  come  of  their 
meeting." 

She  saw  her  comfort  was  all  in  vain. 

"  Then,  my  dear,"  she  added,  with  more  ten- 
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derness,  "you  must  just  'dree  your  weird.'  I 
must  go  now  and  explain.  Cheer  up,  darling, 
and  eat  and  drink  what  I  shall  send  you. 
Mother  would  tell  you  to  say  your  prayers, 
and  strengthen  your  heart  in  that  fashion,  but 
my  experience  is  not  worth  having  on  the 
point.  You  used,  however,  to  be  a  pious  little 
thing ! " 

"  Say  my  prayers  ! "  repeated  Lucia  to  her- 
self, as  the  door  closed  on  Helen.  "  I  dare  not ! 
God  reads  the  heart,  and  would  reject  my  hypoc- 
risy. Everard  ! "  clasping  her  hands  before  her 
eyes — "  is  it  in  this  fashion  that  you  love  me  V 

She  flung  herself  on  her  knees  by  the  couch 
and  buried  her  face  in  her  hands. 

Let  us  leave  her  to  fight  her  battle  alone. 

The  night  was  far  advanced  when  she  was 
startled  from  the  uneasy  slumber  into  which  she 
had  fallen  by  the  sound  of  her  husband's  return. 
She  had  not  undressed,  but  had  thrown  herself 
on  the  bed,  overcome  with  restlessness  and  ex- 
haustion. She  heard  him  speaking  to  Willis, 
as  she  supposed,  and  strained  her  faculties  to 
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gather  some  hint  of  hope  from  the  tones  of  his 
voice,  but  with  very  small  result.  Then  the 
door  of  her  room  opened,  and  he  entered,  hold- 
ing a  candle  in  his  hand,  the  rays  of  which 
showed  her  how  pale  and  worn  he  looked.  He 
would  have  gone  straight  to  his  dressing-room, 
without  appearing  to  observe  her,  but  she  sat 
up  on  the  bed,  pushing  back  the  masses  of  her 
loosened  hair,  and  made  a  gesture  to  claim  his 
attention. 

He  at  least  was  safe  ;  terror  for  the  other  tied 
her  tongue. 

He  stopped  at  a  little  distance  from  her,  and 
frowned. 

"  What  have  you  to  say  *?  "  his  voice  was 
hard  and  rough. 

He  saw  she  did  not  know  how  to  put  her 
anxiety  into  words,  and  he  came  close  up  to  her, 
raising  the  candle  to  illuminate  her  face. 

"  I  am  here — I  am  safe,"  he  said  ;  "■  call  back 
your  courage  and  your  colour — you  have  noth- 
ing to  fear  on  my  account." 

^'  Nothing  ! "  she  repeated,  passing  over  his 
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cruel  irony  as  a  punishment  she  deserved ; 
"  nothing  1      Then  you  have  not  met  ? '' 

The  words  dropped  from  her  lips  almost  too 
timidly  to  be  heard. 

For  a  moment  he  did  not  answer ;  there  was 
acute  suffering  to  him  in  her  dilated  eyes  and 
pallid  face  —  the  renewed  conviction,  which 
almost  maddened  him,  that  no  man's  life  was 
so  dear  to  her  as  Everard  Deane's. 

"  We  have  not  met,"  he  said,  sternly.  "  I 
have  spent  all  these  hours  in  tracking  him  from 
place  to  place  in  vaio,  but  I  have  challenged 
him  to  meet  me  at  Portsmouth,  and  my  purpose 
is  only  deferred  and  strengthened.  One  word 
more  to  help  your  night's  slumbers.  I  have 
reconsidered  my  duty,  and  shall  take  you  to 
Portsmouth  with  me  to-morrow." 
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CHAPTER    XLI. 

There  is  a  certain  old-fashioned  inn  at  Ports- 
mouth which  has  preserved  the  characteristics 
of  half  a  century  ago,  in  this  age  of  push  and 
progress. 

It  stands  well  out  of  the  turmoil  of  the  sea- 
faring town,  in  a  narrow  street,  which  is  made 
a  cul-de-sac  by  the  peculiarity  of  its  structure. 
It  is  the  favourite  resort  of  the  older  and  more 
conservative  officers  of  H.M.'s  service,  who  con- 
tinue to  find  there  the  quiet  routine,  exact 
attention,  and  fair  prices  which  won  for  the 
Golden  Fleece  its  original  distinction. 

As  a  boy  Hugh  Marriott  had  been  introduced 
to  this  hostelry  by  Captain  Frobisher,  and  had 
always  put  up  there  since  whenever  circum- 
stances detained  him  in  Portsmouth.      It  was 
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here  that  he  brought  his  wife  on  the  second  day 
following  the  incidents  of  the  last  chapter. 

That  one  day  he  had  been  compelled  to  yield, 
to  the  indignant  disappointment  of  Lucia's 
family,  but  he  would   do  no  more. 

It  was,  in  his  state  of  mind,  less  than  noth- 
ing that  they  reproached  him  for  his  cruel  ex- 
ercise of  authority  ;  he  had  the  justification  of 
his  own  conscience  in  keeping  his  erring  wife 
under  his  own  eye.  Ten  days  would  probably 
elapse  before  they  should  sail,  which  would 
allow  of  any  imperative  preparations  in  the  way 
of  outfit,  though  he  intimated  it  was  quite  un- 
necessary to  make  this  the  matter  of  importance 
proposed  by  Lucia's  friends.  When  his  own 
professional  arrangements  were  complete,  he 
would  let  them  know  exactly  the  time  fixed 
for  departure,  and  if  they  thought  proper  they 
could  then  join  them  at  Portsmouth,  in  order 
to  take  a  final  farewell.  He  would  not  hear  of 
Helen  going  with  them. 

To  all  expostulations  he  answered  curtly — 

*'  I  have  good  reasons  for  what  I  am  doing, 
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but  I  am  not  disposed  to  discuss  them,  only  no 
opposition  will  be  of  any  use." 

"And  you  do  not  rebel,  Lucia?"  asked  Helen, 
almost  in  tears ;  to  which  the  other  replied  with 
assurances  of  absolute  submission. 

Indeed  it  was  quite  true,  that  in  spite  of  the 
sharp  pain  of  separation,  Lucia  preferred  to  go 
with  her  husband.  She  was  haunted  by  the 
dread  of  coming  evil,  as  arising  from  any  meet- 
ing between  him  and  Everard  Deane,  and  felt 
that  the  only  alleviation  left  was  to  be  Hugh's 
daily  and  hourly  companion,  so  as,  if  possible,  to 
avert  the  threatened  danger. 

The  journey  to  Portsmouth  was  made  under 
the  depressing  influence  of  bad  weather;  the 
ceaseless  rain  fell  in  torrents  from  mornino^  till 
night.  Hugh  fulfilled  with  a  scrupulous  exact- 
ness unknown  to  him  before,  the  duties  of  tra- 
velling companion,  but  he  took  care  to  make  it 
evident  that  he  was  performing  a  self-appointed 
task,  distinctly  apart  from  inclination  or  per- 
sonal feeling.  He  marked  this  beyond  mistake 
by  the  fact  that  he  never  voluntarily  addressed 
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his  wife,  as  well  as  by  the  chilling  tones  of  his 
voice  when  he  held  speech  to  be  necessary. 

A  sadder  woman  than  Lucia  Marriott  never 
leaned  back  against  the  cushions  of  a  railway 
carriage,  and  it  was  a  sadness  deepened  almost 
to  despair  by  the  reproaches  of  her  conscience. 
She  and  her  husband  had  travelled  so  little 
together  since  her  marriage,  that  this  long  jour- 
ney could  not  but  recall  their  wedding- tour  to 
her  mind ;  and  as  she  contrasted  the  Hugh  of 
that  period — barely  two  years  ago — with  the 
stern,  hard,  and  silent  man  before  her,  her  heart 
was  wrung  with  anguish. 

What  but  her  fault  had  changed  him  thus  ? 
Let  it  be  said  that  he  had  received  her  confes- 
sion and  contrition  ungenerously,  was  she  not 
utterly  condemned  and  humiliated  to  have 
forced  his  magnanimity  to  so  cruel  a  test  ? 
Was  it  part  of  a  husband's  prescribed  duty  to  be 
tolerant  and  tender  in  dealing  with  the  bruised 
heart  and  conscience  of  a  wife  who  had  for- 
saken her  first  love  ?  or  at  least,  was  it  for  the 
greater  transgressor  to  condemn  the  less  ? 
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If  lie  had  been  gentle  and  forgiving,  how  soon 
should  she  have  recovered  the  false  steps  she 
had  taken !  or,  if  not  quite  so  soon,  at  least  how- 
certain  would  have  been  her  final  victory!  But, 
doubtless,  she  did  not  deserve  to  have  the  way 
thus  smoothed  for  her  ;  still  the  difficulty  of  the 
task  she  had  set  herself  should  not,  please  God, 
weaken  her  resolution.  Never  again  should  look 
or  word  escape  her  contrary  to  her  duty  as  his 
wife,  nor  any  severity  on  his  part  impair  her 
efforts  to  win  back  his  love.  She  said  to  her- 
self that  she  should  never  hold  herself  to  have 
succeeded  until  heart  and  feeling  were  at  one 
with  outward  observance,  and  love  as  well  as 
honour  and  obedience  had  been  reclaimed. 
Would  that  be  possible  if  he  treated  her  thus  ? 
More,  would  that  be  possible  when,  try  as  hard 
as  she  could  against  it,  the  memory  of  the  other 
man — his  latest  words  and  looks,  the  touch  of 
his  hand,  his  every  gesture  and  manifestation 
— seemed  to  crowd  out  all  other  impressions 
from  her  mind  ? 

Was  she,  unworthy,  responsible  for  the  pain 
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and  despair  which  it  was  forbidden  her  to  alle- 
viate ?  What  would  he  do  with  his  life  ?  Alas  ! 
he  would  think  worse  of  women  for  her  weak- 
ness. And  yet,  thank  heaven,  it  was  a  weak- 
ness he  had  never  fully  gauged.  God  forbid 
that  he  or  any  other  human  creature  should 
know  the  streno^th  of  the  feelins:  which  was 
piercing  her  heart  with  a  desperate  anguish 
almost   too  sharp   to   bear  ! 

He  had  spoken  of  the  shallow  pang  of  her 
suffering  in  comparison  with  his ;  how  tenderly 
she  hoped  and  prayed  that  he  might  never  un- 
derstand the  full  bitterness  which  had  become 
mixed  Avith  the  current  of  her  life  ! 

When  Hugh  spoke  to  her  she  started  like  a 
guilty  thing,  and  was  conscious  of  blushing 
painfully  under  the  harsh  and  cynical  look  he 
fixed  upon  her.  Her  nerves  were  so  over- 
wrought she  could  scarcely  command  her  tears. 

It  was  a  relief  to  her  when  the  journey  was 
accomplished,  and  she  found  herself  within  the 
quiet  enclosure  of  the  Golden  Fleece.  The  as- 
pect of  the  town  as  they  drove  through  it  had 
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been  iuteusely  depressing, — the  distant  booming 
of  the  sea  striking  upon  her  ears  with  absolute 
terror. 

"  We  will  dine,"  said  Hugh,  "and  then  I 
must  go  down  to  the  harbour ;  if  it  had  been 
fine  I  should  have  taken  you  with  me,  and  in- 
troduced you  to  my  ship.  It  will  be  well  for 
you  to  see  what  suggestions  you  may  have  to 
make  for  your  own  comfort.  As  it  is,  I  suppose 
I  must  leave  you  here  alone." 

"  I  do  not  mind  the  weather,"  she  said. 

"  It  may  clear,  in  which  case  you  shall  go," 
he  answered ;  and  then  bidding  her  wait  a 
moment,  he  turned  aside  to  the  bureau  of  the 
hotel,  and  asked  if  there  were  any  letters  for 
him.  Lucia  saw  that  one  was  handed  to  him, 
and  also,  from  the  indefinable  expression  of  his 
face  as  he  thrust  it  into  his  pocket,  that  it  was 
the  letter  he  had  expected,  and  that  the  writer 
was  the  man  he  hated,  and  whom  he  had  chal- 
lenged to  meet  him  there. 

Her  heart  gave  a  convulsive  throb.  To  ques- 
tion him  was  not  to  be  thought  of.     He  would 
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not  have  satisfied  her,  and  would  have  met  her 
anxiety  with  insult.  But  how  was  this  suspense 
to  be  endured  ? 

As  they  passed  to  their  rooms  he  looked  at 
her  for  a  moment  with  a  stern  defiant  gaze, 
which  convinced  her  that  he  understood,  and 
resented  her  state  of  mind. 

She  made  some  hasty  change  in  her  dress  as 
she  thought  propriety  demanded,  and  she  was 
scrupulous  even  in  small  points  of  observance, 
and  then  she  sat  down  to  think  deliberately  as 
to  what  was  best  to  be  done,  until  summoned 
to  dinner. 

The  meal  was  so  formal  and  silent  as  to  be 
almost  intolerable,  but  she  compelled  herself  to 
eat  a  little,  and  before  it  was  over  had  reached 
some  sort  of  conclusion.  Cost  her  what  it 
miojht,  she  would  not  suffer  things  to  run  their 
course  without  some  attempt  at  interference. 

Hugh  had  gone  to  the  window  to  take  note 
of  the  weather ;  it  was  still  raining  heavily  : 
presently  he  turned  away  as  if  to  leave  the 
room. 
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*'I  am  going  out,"  he  said ;  "  I  shall  not  be 
late,  but  it  will  be  unnecessary  for  you  to  sit 
up  for  me." 

"  You  must  not  go,"  she  answered,  with  a 
desperate  effort,  "  until  you  have  answered  me 
a  question.  Was  the  letter  you  received  from 
Mr  Deane,  and  are  you  going  to  meet  him  ? " 

"  And  if  I  answer,  yes  ? " 

*'  Then  some  means  must  be  taken  to  prevent 
you  carrying  out  your  purpose ;  what,  I  know 
not,  but  I  will  do  whatever  occurs  to  me,  what- 
ever is  in  my  power.  I  do  not  understand  the 
object  you  have  in  view,  but  there  must  be  no 
life  nor  safety  risked  in  this  miserable  business. 
What  revenge  could  you  take  which  would  not 
ruin  your  career,  and  cover  me  with  shame  and 
remorse  ?  Hugh,  leave  me  a  little  hope  for  the 
future ! " 

"  I  shall  take  care,"  he  said,  sardonically, 
"  that  I  do  not  make  myself  seriously  amenable 
to  the  laws,  or,  if  I  do,  it  will  be  his  interest 
as  much  as  mine  to  keep  the  matter  quiet. 
But  you  should  consider  that  every  word  and 
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look  of  yours  increases  my  grievance  and  adds 
to  his  danger." 

"  Ob,"  she  answered,  with  passionate  eager- 
ness, "  I  do  not  care  to  deny  that  I  am  anx- 
ious for  the  safety  of  Everard  Deane,  but  that 
anxiety  is  small  in  comparison  with  the  dread- 
ful fear  that  you  should  do  something  rash  and 
cruel  that  would  drive  me  almosf  to  despair,  as 
my  fault.  Hugh,  I  am  at  your  mercy  for  any 
punishment  you  think  proper  to  inflict,  and  I 
have  broken  more  faith  than  he  ! " 

He  turned  and  looked  at  her  with  a  curious 
composure. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  ''that  is  true,  and  is  my 
charge  against  him.  You  were  a  good  woman 
till  he  disgraced  you ;  my  life  was  worth  living 
till  he  crossed  it,  and  now  I  don't  value  it  at 
a  pin's  price.  I  said  just  now  I  should  take 
care  to  keep  within  the  laws, — I  said  wrong. 
If  I  have  a  chance  of  shooting  him  dead  I  shall 
probably  take  it  and  risk  all  consequences.  I 
belong  to  no  one ;  even  to  you  I  am  no  more 
responsible.      You   have    made   it   difficult    to 
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sliame  you  further,  and,  for  myself,  you  have 
left  me  no  honour  to  lose." 

*'  What  can  I  answer  ? "  she  asked,  desper- 
ately. "We  are  pledged  never  to  meet  again 
— my  life  is  at  your  feet,  my  will,  my  desire, 
Hugh !  Take  me  out  of  England,  and  his  name 
shall  never  pass  my  lips  again, — before  God, 
I  will  not  think  of  him  even !  But  if  you  kill 
him,  you  kill  his  father  also.  Spare  him  for  the 
sake  of  those  who  have  done  you  no  wrong  ! " 

He  looked  at  her  with  the  same  aspect  of 
unusual  and  frigid  self-command. 

*'  Poor  miserable  Lucia  !  it  is  not  concern  for 
my  honour  or  safety  which  moves  you,  nor 
compassion  either,  and  things  shall  run  their 
course.  I  do  not  propose  to  shoot  your  lover 
from  behind  a  hedge,  or  under  cover  of  dark- 
ness, but  I  do  propose  " — and  the  light  in  his 
eyes  quickened  as  he  spoke — "  to  force  him, 
under  all  risks  of  consequences,  to  face  me 
pistol  in  hand.  Under  our  different  relations 
he  may  feel  hesitation  or  scruple  at  taking  my 
life — I  shall  feel  none.     If  I  did,  your  looks  and 
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tones  would  come  back  to  me  and  help  to  nerve 
my  courage  and  steady  my  hand." 

■''  Spare  me ! "  she  said,  raising  her  hands  to 
her  distracted  head,  "  or  I  shall  go  mad.  Have 
I  been  so  wicked  a  woman  as  to  draw  down 
upon  my  head  a  curse  like  this?  Your  life 
and  his  in  peril  through  my  fault !  But  these 
threats  are  meant  for  my  torment— you  have  no 
pistols  with  you,  and — he  would  not  use  them.'' 

"  I  have  no  pistols  about  my  person,"  he 
answered  quietly,  "  because  the  time  is  not  yet 
come.  To-night  I  go  down  to  the  harbour,  as 
I  have  told  you  before,  and  have  neither  expec- 
tation nor  desire  to  meet  Everard  Deane.  Our 
meeting  is  arranged  for  to-morrow." 

"  Is  that  the  truth  ? "  she  gasped. 

He  took  out  of  his  pocket  the  letter  he 
had  lately  received,  and  held  it  open  before 
her  eyes.  She  recognised  the  handwriting  as 
Deane's  ;•  the  words  contained  were  few  and 
ran  thus : — 

"  I  will  meet  you  to-morrow  at  the  time  and 
place  appointed." 


LUCIA,    HUGH,    AND    ANOTHER.  187 

There  was  no  signature,  and  the  handwriting 
was  almost  illegible  from  haste  or  carelessness, 
or  some  other  cause,  unlike  what  she  had  often 
marked  and  admired  before. 

Her  heart  ached  as  she  looked  at  it,  but 
there  was  now  a  strong  hope  of  averting 
disaster. 

''I  will  pray  God,"  she  said,  solemnly,  "to 
change  your  heart  before  the  morning  comes." 

He  smiled,  folded  and  replaced  the  letter, 
and  went  out,  and  he  did  this  without  requiring 
any  pledges  from  his  wife  respecting  her  own 
movements.  Left  alone,  Lucia  sat  down  to 
think.  The  time  for  emotion  was  past,  and  for 
action  come ;  the  hours  of  the  night  were  at 
least  to  intervene  before  the  frantic  meeting, 
which  must  never  take  place.  If  possible,  she 
must  find  out  Everard  and  induce  him  to 
forego  his  purpose ;  but  how  w^as  it  possible  ? 
She  did  not  know  whether  he  were  in  Ports- 
mouth or  on  his  way  thither ;  and  if  the 
former,  how  was  she  to  trace  him  in  a  strange 
town  1      Desperation   suggested   resource ;    she 
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ranor  the  bell,  and  when  the  summons  was 
answered,  made  inquiries  of  the  waiter  respect- 
ing the  best  hotels  in  Portsmouth. 

"Their  own  was  the  best,  but  some  gentle- 
men preferred  the  Ship,  and  others  the  White 
Hart." 

Lucia  said  her  husband  was  expecting  a  friend 
who  might  already  have  arrived  in  the  town, 
but  they  were  uncertain  at  what  hotel  he  would 
put  up ;  would  the  man  call  at  those  he  had 
mentioned  and  make  inquiries  ?  She  wrote  the 
name  on  a  card,  and  gave  it  him  with  a  steady 
hand,  begging  him  to  use  as  much  despatch  as 
possible. 

Then  another  expedient  occurred  to  her  :  she 
would  telegraph  to  old  Mr  Deane ;  if  she  could 
bring  him  to  Portsmouth  before  morning — and 
she  judged  that,  should  it  be  necessary,  he 
would  not  hesitate  to  take  a  special  train — she 
should  save  Hugh  from  a  mortal  sin,  and  others 
from  lifelong  grief  and  remorse. 

She  had  observed  the  post  -  oflSce  as  they 
drove  from  the  station,   and   decided  to   take 
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her  message  herself.    She  put  on  her  bonnet  and 
cloak  and  went  out. 

The  rain  was  still  falling;  the  town  looked 
to  her  incredibly  forlorn  and  dirty ;  and  the 
roar  of  the  incoming  tide  which  reached  her 
ears,  distant  as  the  harbour  was,  made  her 
shudder  in  a  vague  instinctive  way,  for  self 
was  scarcely  conscious  to  her. 

She  had  taken  the  precaution  to  be  closely 
veiled,  and  advanced  to  the  counter  with  the 
confidence  arising  from  the  assurance  of  not 
being  known  ;  but  as  soon  as  the  form  had  been 
presented  to  her,  and  she  took  the  pen  to  write, 
an  unexpected  difficulty  presented  itself  Her 
husband's  name  was  well  known ;  she  dared 
not  send  her  message  with  that  attached  to 
it.  After  a  moment's  hesitation  she  wrote  her 
name  as  Lucia  Prescott,  orivino^  the  address  of 
the  Golden  Fleece,  and  phrasing  her  message 
thus  : — 

"  Your  son  is  Id  danger  here ;  lose  not  a 
moment  in  coming  to  his  help." 

Then  she  hurried  back  to  the  hotel,  feeling 
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like  a  hunted  creature  wounded  almost  to  death, 
and  having  put  carefully  aside  her  walking 
things,  waited  in  feverish  anxiety  for  the  return 
of  her  messenger. 

No  success  attended  her  effort.  The  man  had 
canvassed  all  the  respectable  hotels  in  Ports- 
mouth, but  no  such  gentleman- had  been  heard  of. 

Her  one  plank  of  salvation  was  the  chance 
of  the  father's  intervention. 

Late  in  the  evening  Hugh  returned  :  he  was 
pale,  weary,  and  taciturn,  and  went  at  once  to 
his  bedroom,  saying  he  had  writing  to  do  and 
must  not  be  interrupted.  There  was  indeed  a 
solemn  reticence  of  manner  about  him,  which 
Lucia  would  not  have  had  the  courage  to 
invade,  even  without  the  conviction  that  all 
further  appeal  to  him  would  be  hopeless. 

Her  trust  was  now  elsewhere. 

She  heard  him  lock  his  door,  and  felt  a  pro- 
found satisfaction  in  the  thought  that  it  would 
be  scarcely  possible  for  him  to  go  out  unknown 
to  her.     So  far  Everard  was  safe. 

For  her  own  part,  she  said  to  herself,  she  had 
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no  wish  nor  power  to  sleep,  it  would  be  for  her 
to  watch  and  pray.  And  so  through  the  early 
hours  of  the  night  she  did,  with  an  intense 
absorption  that  destroyed  all  consciousness  of 
fatigue  or  mental  strain. 

But  at  length  nature  gave  way;  she  rose 
exhausted  from  her  knees,  but  with  a  desperate 
hope  growing  in  her  heart.  Surely  the  weight 
of  this  terrible  anxiety  would  be  lifted  before 
the  darkness  of  another  night  closed  round  her  ? 
In  that  case  with  what  renewed  hopefulness 
would  she  go  forth  to  contend  against  the  per- 
sonal trial  and  difficulty  which  had  grown 
almost  light  in  comparison ! 

She  lay  down  on  the  bed  in  her  clothes,  with 
the  idea  of  still  keeping  her  vigil,  but  gradually 
her  eyes  closed,  and  she  fell  profoundly  asleep. 

An  hour  or  two  before,  Everard  Deane  had 
arrived  by  the  night-mail  at  Portsmouth,  and 
driven  to  the  Golden  Fleece.  He  sat  long  over 
the  light  supper  he  had  ordered,  but  was  now 
gone  to  his  room,  separated  from  Lucia's  only 
by  a  wall  of  partition. 
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The  two  men,  unconsciously  so  near  each  other, 
were  similarly  engaged  for  some  time.  They 
were  writing  letters,  and  arranging,  or  at  least 
examining,  the  disorder  of  their  minds.  The 
frantic  challenge  which  the  one  had  given  in 
defiance  of  reason,  risk,  and  law,  had  been 
accepted  by  the  other,  not  with  any  direct  pur- 
pose of  carrying  it  out  to  its  fulfilment,  but 
partly  as  affording  opportunity  for  personal 
explanation  on  either  side,  as  well  as  for  the  re- 
mote chance  of  seeing  Lucia  again,  even  though 
he  should  forbear  to  speak  to  her.  Besides,  to 
refuse  the  meeting  demanded,  seemed  like  fear 
of  his  enemy ;  he  would  go  and  take  his  risk  of 
the  issue. 

Nor  was  the  hope  utterly  dead  in  his  heart 
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that,  even  at  this  eleventh  hour  and  under  the 
discOK^ery  of  her  husband's  persistent  brutality, 
Lucia  might  yet  be  saved  from  the  cruel  fate 
that  awaited  her,  and  if  not  given  to  love  and  to 
him,  at  least  restored  to  her  family  and  home. 

His  love  for  her  dominated  his  whole  being, 
as  had  always  been  the  case  with  the  ruling 
passions  of  his  life.  Consideration,  prudence, 
conscience,  were  equally  silenced  :  there  might 
be  positive  danger  to  his  life  in  Marriott's  vin- 
dictive purpose,  or  the  likelihood  of  wounding 
irreparably  the  fair  fame  of  the  woman  he 
adored,  and  the  strong  paternal  heart  that  he 
had  so  profoundly  grieved ;  but  all  this  was  as 
nothing  to  the  frail  chance  of  looking  upon  her, 
hearing  her  speak,  saving  her  as  he  thought  it. 

He  made  no  definite  plans  for  the  morrow 
beyond  the  resolution  that  even  Hugh's  desperate 
spite  should  not  drag  him  into  any  collision 
that  went  beyond  custom  and  decency ;  what 
he  should  do  to  satisfy  the  young  man's  venge- 
ance, how  answer  or  evade  his  questions  or  vin- 
dicate the  outrage  he  had  himself  received,  he 
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did  not  care  mucli  to  consider  :   let  the  day, 
the  hour,  and  the  man  decide  that.  # 

Hugh  Marriott  could  scarcely  contemplate 
murder,  and,  he  repeated  to  himself,  no  pres- 
sure should  induce  him  to  exchange  pistol- 
shots  with  him. 

.  He  had  begun  to  write  to  his  father ;  it  was 
the  first  time  since  he  had  left  home,  but  he 
found  himself  unable  to  finish  the  letter ;  com- 
punction and  reminiscence  were  too  much  for 
him.  He  pushed  his  papers  on  one  side,  and 
folding  his  arms  upon  the  table,  bowed  his  face 
upon  them.  The  feeling  in  his  mind  was  that 
there  was  no  more  miserable  wretch  alive  on 
God's  earth,  nor  perhaps  one  more  guilty. 

What  good  thing  had  been  denied  him  of 
those  which  make  up  a  man's  responsibility ; 
and  what  account  had  he  to  render  of  his  life  ? 
If  the  talents  with  which  he  had  been  endowed 
had  not  been  buried  in  the  earth,  at  least  they 
had  been  put  to  shameful  or  inadequate  uses. 

Was  any  one  human  creature,  wiser,  happier, 
better,  because  he  had  lived  and  suffered  ?     Of 
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what  value  were  generous  impulses  and  heroic 
aspirations  which  always  missed  the  mark  and 
never  attained  the  goal  of  practice  '?  Was  there 
anything  on  earth  more  pitiable  than  the  man 
whose  theories  and  desires  were  not  only  in 
advance  of  his  actions  but  even  in  contradiction 
to  them  ? — who  acknowledofed  what  he  forewent, 
and  reverenced  what  he  betrayed  % 

And  now  his  horizon  was  narrowed  almost 
to  a  point ;  there  was  no  longer  affection,  duty, 
or  work  left  to  him  powerful  enough  to  coun- 
teract the  baleful  influence  of  a  beautiful  and 
gracious  woman.  Could  he  have  had  his  way 
with  her  he  would  have  dragged  her  down  into 
the  mire  of  his  own  passionate  self-indulgence, 
assuring  her  meanwhile  that  it  would  not  soil 
the  crystal  purity  of  her  soul.  He  would  have 
triumphed  in  her  degradation  and  called  it 
blessedness.  Truly,  she  had  been  right  to  resist 
him  !  Again  and  again  in  his  varied  and  eager 
life  had  he  tasted  the  fruit  he  coveted  and  found 
it  ashes  on  his  lips;  would  it  not  have  been  the 
same  again?     When  the  evil  had  been  wrought 
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which  seemed  like  rapture  in  the  working,  and 
he  had  robbed  her  of  her  innocence  and  her 
faith,  what  equivalents  would  he  have  to  offer 
her  for  the  priceless  treasures  she  had  lost  ? 
The  adored  mistress  could  never  be  anything 
but  the  dishonoured  wife  :  would  he,  if  he 
could,  so  dishonour  Lucia  Prescott  ? 

Then  he  lifted  up  his  head  and  smiled  cyni- 
cally at  his  own  mood  of  repentance.  "  Virtue 
gets  a  hearing  because  the  thing  I  covet  is  out 
of  reach  ;  but  for  all  that,  I  think  I  will  try 
reparation  and  not  defiance  or  persuasion  to- 
morrow. It  is  no  great  stretch  of  goodness  to 
help  one  who  will  not  come  at  my  call,  in  the 
way  she  thinks  it  right  to  go." 

He  got  up  and  began  to  pace  the  room,  think- 
ing deeply. 

Well,  was  his  conclusion^  if  it  were  possible 
for  words  or  acts  of  his  to  mend  the  evil  he  had 
done,  and  those  hearts  which  he  had  torn  asunder 
could  be  joined  again,  he  would  yet  make  the 
effort.  Yes,  for  her  sake — the  sweetest  woman 
he   had  ever  known — he  would   cancel    Hugh 
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Marriott's  offences  to  her  and  to  himself,  even 
the  brutal  outrage,  the  mark  of  which  was  yet 
scarcely  effaced  from  his  flesh.  And  then  she 
should  go  on  her  long  voyage,  sad,  but  com- 
forted, and  he  would  consent  to  yield  her  up 
to  duty  and  follow  her  only  with  his  blessing 
and  his  hopes ;  and  after  that,  what  then  ? 

Would  it  be  possible  to  shake  off  the  lan- 
guor and  indolence  of  years,  and  find  out  some 
work  for  himself,  putting  into  fact  and  prac- 
tice the  poetry  and  dreams  of  a  wasted  youth  ? 
Perhaps. 

The  nio^ht  was  far  advanced  as  he  sat  and 
wrestled  thus  with  the  foes  of  his  own  nature, 
but  at  length  he  grew  weary.  Sleep  and  he 
had  not  met  on  friendly  terms  of  late.  He  looked 
at  his  watch ;  it  was  three  o'clock,  and  six  had 
been  the  hour  fixed  for  meeting  Hugh  Mar- 
riott. He  decided  not  to  undress,  lest  he  should 
oversleep  himself  and  fail  in  his  engagement,  but 
wrapping  a  travelling  rug  about  him,  stretched 
himself  on  a  couch  that  stood  in  a  corner  of  his 
room,  and,  after  a  restless  interval,  fell  asleep. 
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Eveeaed's  sleep  was  brief  and  disturbed  by  op- 
pressive dreams;  he  roused  and  turned  continu- 
ally with  a  profound  sense  of  discomfort,  though 
at  the  same  time  he  seemed  unable  to  shake  off 
the  weight  that  lay  upon  him.  He  dozed  again 
for  a  few  moments,  then  suddenly  became  fully 
awake  and  started  to  his  feet ;  he  was  conscious 
of  having  been  startled  out  of  his  uneasy  slum- 
ber by  some  loud  and  unusual  noise. 

He  had  left  his  lamp  burning  on  the  table 
and  his  watch  upon  it, — it  was  barely  half  an 
hour  since  he  had  looked  at  it  last. 

He  stood  for  a  few  minutes  holding  it  in  his 
hands,  listening  intently  for  any  sounds  which 
might  break  the  dead  hush  of  the  night  and 
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throw  lio^lit  on  liis  own  disturbance,  and  still 
aware  of  a  sensation  of  overpowering  oppression  ; 
then  suddenly  the  noise  which  he  had  heard 
before  was  repeated.  It  was  the  swift  crash 
of  some  heavy  falling  body,  and  bore  an  omin- 
ous significance  to  his  now  alert  perceptions ; 
he  understood  at  once  the  physical  sensations 
of  which  he  was  conscious.  The  hotel  was  on 
fire. 

Everard  put  down  the  watch  with  a  hand 
that  shook  a  little.  He  was  a  man  of  courage 
and  resource,  but  there  is  no  calamity  that 
jmakes  such  demands  upon  human  fortitude  and 
self-control  as  that  by  which  he  knew  he  was 
now  surrounded.  He  !  even  his  first  instinctive 
thought  was  not  of  himself;  was  not  Lucia  in 
danger,  and  the  house  more  or  less  full  of  guests 
and  servants  ? 

He  looked  rapidly  towards  the  windows,  but 
unbroken  darkness  still  reigned  in  that  direc- 
tion ;  then  he  crossed  the  floor  and  opened  the 
door  slowly  with  a  careful  hand. 

What   he   had    expected   he   saw   and   felt; 
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wreaths  of  smoke  filled  the  passages,  and  for 
a  moment  blinded  his  eyes,  but  he  was  able  to 
decide  that  the  focus  of  the  fire  was  still  at  a 
considerable  distance. 

Advancinof  a  little  nearer  to  the  staircase  he 
came  suddenly,  and  to  his  great  relief,  upon  the 
landlord  of  the  establishment ;  the  man  had 
hastily  pulled  a  rough  overcoat  over  his  night- 
shirt, thrust  his  feet  into  slippers,  and  rushed 
into  the  thickest  of  the  smoke,  and  was  now 
gazing  at  the  scene  before  him  with  an  expres- 
sion of  stupefaction. 

Everard  seized' his  arm  and  pointed  to  a  little 
window  that  opened  upon  the  stables. 

"  I  see  lights  gleaming,"  he  said  quietly ; 
"  your  men  are  already  on  the  alert,  but  it 
may  not  have  occurred  to  any  of  them  to  ride 
ofi*  for  the  engines.  Open  that  window  and 
give  your  orders  :  in  this  hole  our  danger  will 
be  greater  before  it  is  discovered  outside." 

The  man  looked  at  him  vaguely,  but  without 
making  any  movement  in  the  direction  in- 
dicated.    Everard   dashed     open   the   window 
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and  shcjuted  the  necessary  order  with  a  clear- 
ness and  authority  that  produced  instant  effect. 
He  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  two  half-clad 
men  fling  themselves  upon  barebacked  horses 
and  rush  out  into  the  darkness. 

Incidents  which  demand  time  to  describe, 
are  almost  instantaneous  in  action ;  it  was 
barely  five  minutes  since  he  had  first  become 
aware  of  the  catastrophe,  and  now  as  he  stepped 
back  to  the  landlord's  side  he  was  looking  upon 
a  scene  of  destruction,  which  gathered  strength 
and  fury  with  every  passing  second. 

The  construction  of  the  house  was  peculiar  : 
the  basement  was  large  and  crowded  with 
ofiices,  and  the  central  hall  large  and  circular; 
from  this  a  long  flight  of  wide  shallow  stairs 
ascended  in  an  involved  spiral  sweep  to  the 
first  and  second  storeys  of  the  house,  in  which 
the  principal  bedrooms  were  situated. 

The  hollow  focus  of  the  fire  burnt  with  in- 
tense ardour,  reducing  to  ashes  with  more  or 
less  rapidity  the  mixed  combustible  substances 
on    which    it  was   able   to   seize.     The   flames 
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skimmed  the  thickly  matted  pavemenj  of  the 
hall,  entered  the  large  rooms  on  either  side, 
scorching  the  carpets  as  they  ran,  and  wrapping 
the  window-draperies  in  a  brief  blaze  of  splen- 
dour, the  glass  shivering  and  falling  in  the 
scorching  heat.  The  pictures  fell  from  the 
walls  as  the  fire  caught  the  cords  by  which  they 
were  suspended,  and  fed  its  fury  higher  with 
their  heavily  oiled  surfaces  and  frames  dried  by 
age  to  the  condition  of  touchwood. 

So  far  as  the  ground-floor  of  the  house  was 
concerned  there  was  not  the  vestige  of  a  chance 
of  saving  any  fraction  of  property  from  the 
flames. 

Everard  gazed  for  a  few  seconds,  fascinated 
by  the  horror  of  the  spectacle,  then  turned 
sharply  on  his  companion. 

"  There  are  no  lives  in  peril  below  ?  no 
drudge  or  helper  sleeping  in  the  basement?" 

"  None  ;  but  I  am  a  ruined  man  ! " 

''  Oh,  that  is  a  question  for  to-morrow  !  Look 
behind  and  consider  how  much  hangs  upon 
your  coolness  and  courage  :  if  these  people  see 
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you  shaking  with  terror,  we  shall  lose  all  con- 
trol over  them." 

Even  as  he  spoke,  the  silence  which  had 
hitherto  reigned  was  broken ;  the  inmates  of 
the  house  had  become  aroused,  and  the  place 
was  suddenly  full  of  shrieks  and  clamour. 
Terror  approaching  frenzy,  and  the  mad  desire 
to  save  individual  life  at  all  costs,  were  reducing 
men  and  women  alike  to  helpless  desperation ; 
the  doorways  and  passages  were  crowded  with 
figures  half  clad  or  shivering  in  their  night- 
clothes,  rushing  instinctively  forward  to  look 
at  the  fate  that  threatened  them,  and  venting 
their  despair  in  prayers,  or  shrieks,  or  oaths, 
according  to  sex  and  character. 

Everard  alone  seemed  capable  of  grasping  the 
possibilities  of  the  situation  ;  his  swift  calcula- 
tion of  chances  convinced  him  that  no  imme- 
diate danger  threatened  the  occupants  of  the 
bedchambers  if  they  could  only  be  induced  to 
keep  within  their  doors,  and  prepare  to  make 
their  escape  by  the  windows  as  soon  as  the  fire- 
escapes  could  arrive  and  be  got  into  position. 
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As  it  was,  they  were  fanning  smoke  into  flame 
by  the  current  of  air  produced  by  their  rapid 
movements  and  the  opening  doors. 

He  turned  and  spoke  to  the  group  nearest  to 
him ; — an  Indian  officer  on  sick-leave  who  had 
landed  the  day  before,  who  was  standing  with 
a  fragile  fainting  woman  by  his  side  claiming 
a  support  he  was  scarcely  strong  enough  to 
give,  and  a  Hindu  nurse  with  two  terrified 
children  clutched  in  her  strong  arms.  "  There 
is  no  immediate  danger,"  he  said,  "  and  we 
expect  the  engines  every  moment ;  once  get 
them  in  position  under  your  bedroom  windows 
and  you  are  safe ;  until  then  the  safest  plan  is 
to  stay  inside  and  keep  the  doors  shut,  and  trust 
those  amongst  us  who  have  neither  women  nor 
children  to  look  after  to  do  the  best  we  can." 

The  fumes  of  smoke  beat  them  back  as  he 
spoke  and  forced  his  advice  upon  them ;  he 
closed  the  door  scrupulously  after  them,  casting 
a  look  of  agonised  wistfulness  upon  the  one 
next  his  own,  which  had  hitherto  remained 
closed  in  spite  of  the  commotion. 
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Was  Lucia  within  and  enduring  the  match- 
less anguish  of  terror  ?  For  a  moment  love  and 
fear  made  him  illogical — could  smoke  or  flame 
have  reached  her  to  her  hurt  already  ?  He 
seized  the  handle  of  the  door  and  shook  it 
violently. 

It  was  opened  instantly  from  within  and  he 
stood  face  to  face  with  Hugh  Mariott.  "You 
know  your  danger — you  are  prepared  ? "  he 
asked,  scarcely  noticing  in  the  tension  of  his 
feelings  the  aspect  of  the  other.  "  For  God's 
sake,  Marriott,  tell  me  how  she  bears  it,  and 
that  you  will  save  her  life  even  at  the  risk  of 
your  own  ! " 

"  Stand  back  ! "  cried  Hugh,  resisting  the 
instinctive  effort  of  Everard  to  enter  the  room, 
— "  you  have  no  business  here  1  Save  yourself 
or  others,  if  you  like,  but  leave  me  and  my  wife 
alone  ! " 

His  voice  rose  as  he  spoke  into  the  hoarse 
note  of  uncontrollable  passion,  and  at  the  same 
moment  the  door  of  the  inner  chamber  opened 
and    Lucia  came  towards  them.     At  the  first 
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glance  that  Everard  ventured  to  cast  at  her 
he  saw  that  she  was  but  j  ust  startled  from  her 
slumbers ;  there  was  the  lovely  flush  of  sleep 
on  her  cheek  and  its  dreaminess  still  in  her 
frightened  eyes.  By  a  swift  movement  which 
Hugh  was  not  quick  enough  to  resist,  he  forced 
his  way  into  the  room  and  shut  the  door  cau- 
tiously behind  him  ;  but  it  was  too  late. 

Lucia's  horrified  eyes  had  caught  sight  of  the 
appalling  scene  beyond,  and  her  ears  were  full 
of  the  complex  sounds  of  terror  and  destruction. 
Up  to  that  moment  her  husband,  seeing  she  was 
sleeping  profoundly  and  already  dressed,  and 
also  having  satisfied  himself  that  no  means  of 
escape  were  possible  till  the  arrival  of  succour 
at  their  own  bedroom  windows,  had  refrained 
from  awakening  her,  and  kept  his  sickening 
vigil  alone  ;  and  w^hile  so  doing  had  become 
fully  aware  of  Deane's  action  in  the  matter. 

Now  he  turned  quickly  round  and  faced  her. 

''  Yes,"  he  said,  answering  the  mute  appeal 
of  her  distended  eyes  and  blanched  cheeks, 
"  the  house  is  on  fire,  but  we  are  safe  here  as 
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yet.  The  moment  the  fire-escape  comes,  all 
danger  is  over.     Yon  will  be  brave,  Lucia  ? " 

Everard  saw  she  was  trembling  convulsively 
from  head  to  foot,  so  much  so  that  she  grasped 
the  back  of  a  chair  near  her  for  support,  and 
that  every  tint  of  colour  receded  from  her  face. 
Why  did  not  the  man  who  had  the  right  take 
her  in  his  arms  and  soothe  her  agony  of  appre- 
hension ?  For  him  to  refrain  from  doing  so  was 
an  imperious  necessity,  but  the  effort  made  him 
sick  and  faint. 

Hugh  had  crossed  the  room,  and  was  leaning 
out  of  the  open  window,  shouting  for  help  to 
the  few  stragglers  who  were  already  gathering 
in  the  courtyard  below.  The  delay  in  the 
arrival  of  the  engines  was  driving  to  madness 
the  shivering  inmates  of  the  rooms  beyond,  and 
exciting  his  own  desperate  fears. 

Lucia  turned  her  eyes  slowly  on  Everard. 

"  I  am  not  brave,"  she  murmured,  "  I  am 
horribly  afraid." 

Her  gaze  dwelt  on  his  face  with  unconscious 
solicitude  ;    if  personal   terror   had   filled   her 
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mind  for  the  first  moment,  it  had  already  be- 
come absorbed  in  an  emotion  profounder  still. 
The  glazed  eyes  softened  with  tears,  and  she 
added,  in  a  voice  so  faint  as  to  be  scarcely 
audible — 

"  Hugh  will  take  care  of  me  ;  save  yourself — 
for  your  father's  sake  I " 

At  the  sound  of  her  voice  Hugh  turned 
fiercely  round,  but  the  mortal  fear  that  was 
creeping  round  his  own  heart  deadened  in  a 
measure  his  passion  of  hate  and  jealousy.  He 
contented  himself  with  roughly  taking  pos- 
session of  his  wife,  and  drawing  her  in 
front  of  him  into  the  wide  embrasure  of  the 
window. 

At  the  same  moment  there  was  a  shout  from 
the  gathering  crowd  below ;  the  engines  were 
within  sound,  and  in  a  few  moments  more  they 
had  rattled  into  the  courtyard,  and  succeeded 
in  getting  their  hose  into  play.  Everard  went 
out,  closing  the  door  behind  him  ;  he  was  powder- 
less  to  help  inside  that  room,  but  there  was  a 
chance  of  doins;  service  outside  it. 
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Through  yawning  doorways,  and  window- 
frames  already  empty  of  glass — above  the  burn- 
ing house,  and  on  a  level  with  its  basement 
floors — the  streams  of  water  fell.  The  firemen 
worked  with  a  will  quickened  by  the  perception 
of  emergency,  and  were  largely  reinforced,  or 
perhaps  obstructed,  by  the  shouting  tumultuous 
crowd  outside. 

All  Portsmouth  was  pouring  towards  the 
Golden  Fleece,  the  blaze  of  which  reddened  the 
sky  for  miles  around. 

Everard,  standing  a  little  to  leeward  of  smoke 
and  flame,  watched  for  a  few  seconds  the  eff'ect 
of  the  persistent  deluge,  and  then  turned  his 
eyes  away  with  a  shudder ;  such  was  the  hold 
the  fire  had  gained  that  it  fed  rather  than  re- 
duced its  fury.  Salvation  for  all  he  began  to 
doubt  was  impossible  ;  the  floor  on  which  he 
was  standing,  and  on  which  the  bedrooms  for 
the  most  part  opened,  was  already  hot  under  his 
feet,  and  the  flames  threatened  the  passages. 
Not  a  moment  was  to  be  lost  in  the  efibrt  of 
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deliverance,  and  there  was  one  life  that  must 
be  saved. 

He  entered  the  room  near  which  he  had  been 
standing,  which  was  already  crowded  with  half- 
dressed  figures  in  the  most  abject  condition  of 
frenzied  terror,  bent  upon  giving  what  help  was 
in  his  power.  The  window  was  flung  wide 
open,  a  fire-escape  had  been  put  into  position, 
and  he  soon  perceived  that  if  order  could  be 
established,  every  life  might  be  saved.  But 
what  was  the  value  of  the  united  lives  of  that 
pale  demoralised  crowd  in  comparison  with  the 
safety  of  the  solitary  woman,  whose  figure  he 
could  distinguish  dimly  in  the  faintly  breaking 
dawn  at  the  window  beyond  1  He  saw,  with 
a  sensation  of  almost  mortal  sickness  of  heart, 
that  but  one  fire-escape  was  on  the  ground,  to 
which  a  single  fireman  had  been  told  off",  and 
he  had  naturally  turned  his  attention  first  to 
the  point  were  the  many  were  clamouring  for 
succour.  Everard  could  also  distinguish  above 
other  sounds  the  voice  of  Hugh  Marriott  shout- 
ing for  instant  relief.     But  what  availed  protest 
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or  execration  in  a  crisis  like  that  1  The  means 
of  succour  were  inadequate  to  the  point  of  de- 
spair, nor  had  he  the  power  to  divert  them  to 
another  channel,  even  if  her  dear  life  should  be 
the  sacrifice.  What  remained  was  to  control  his 
personal  excitement,  and  so  guide  and  direct 
the  process  of  escape  as  to  reduce  it  to  the 
shortest  time  possible,  and  set  free  the  means  of 
deliverance  for  Lucia. 

He  advanced  to  the  group  at  the  window. 

"  Only  one  can  pass  at  once,"  he  said ;  "  let  us 
form  a  queue,  putting  the  women  and  children 
first,  and  take  our  turn  patiently.  There  is  no 
danger  of  any  loss  of  life  here  except  through 
too  much  eagerness  to  be  safe." 

The  fireman  looked  at  him  with  prompt  ap- 
proval ;  and  under  their  united  management 
the  scheme  worked  perfectly ;  out  of  the  fifteen 
persons  to  be  saved  by  this  protracted  process, 
only  two  remained.  By  this  time  all  were 
aware  of  the  roar  of  the  flames  in  the  pas- 
sages outside,  cutting  ofi"  any  other  chance  of 
escape,   and   the   room    itself   was   filling   fast 
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with  smoke.  Quiet  and  patient  as  Everard 
had  shown  himself,  with  words  of  kind  en- 
couragement for  the  half-fainting  women  and 
little  children,  the  anxiety  that  was  gnawing 
at  his  heart  was  fast  growing  beyond  his  power 
of  self-control,  by  the  time  the  last  trembling 
figure  had  been  helped  into  the  cage.  Then, 
instead  of  following  he  drew  back  with  a  deep- 
drawn  breath  of  relief. 

"  There  is  a  woman  in  the  room  next  to  this, 
he  said ;  ^'  shift  the  ladder  at  once,  and  save 
her — there  is  not  a  moment  to  lose.'' 

The  fireman  hesitated,  but  Everard  made  a 
gesture  of  instant  obedience. 

"  Go  !  I  will  follow  ;  there  is  yet  time  to  get 
from  one  room  to  another.  Save  her,  and  I 
will  make  your  fortune  ! " 

Was  there  yet  time  ?  time  to  see  the  woman 
he  adored  saved  from  a  horrible  death  ?  time  to 
secure  the  safety  of  his  own  life  ? 

The  room,  as  we  have  said,  was  full  of  smoke, 
which  he  felt  w^ell  assured  might  burst  into 
flame  as  soon  as  he  opened  the  door ;  but  if 
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certain  instead  of  probable  death  had  threatened 
him  he  would  still  have  made  the  attempt.  His 
predominant  fear  was  lest  her  husband  might 
fail  in  judgment,  tenderness,  or  self-sacrifice — 
that  some  unforeseen  difficulty  might  arise  which 
he  alone  could  overcome — and  that  her  life  was 
too  precious  to  trust  to  hireling  hands,  however 
kind  or  skilful. 

Still  he  would  take  what  personal  precautions 
were  possible. 

It  was  his  own  apartment  in  which  the  late 
scene  had  been  enacted,  and  so  steady  was  his 
nerve,  even  at  this  supreme  moment,  that  he 
observed  the  woollen  rug  he  had  used  earlier  in 
the  night  lying  in  a  heap  on  the  floor.  He 
picked  it  up  and  enveloped  his  figure  in  it  from 
head  to  foot,  leaving  only  his  face  uncovered, 
and  then  throwing  himself  on  hands  and  knees, 
began  to  creep  cautiously  towards  the  door, 
drawino^  into  his  choking  lungs  the  lower  and 
purer  stratum  of  air. 

In  this  way,  closely  skirting  the  wainscot  of 
the  passage,  he  found  himself,  a  little  scorched 
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but  not  materially  hurt,  at  the  door  of  Lucia's 
apartment ;  in  another  moment  he  had  opened 
it  and  entered,  closing  it  again  upon  the  deadly 
enemy  outside. 

So  thick  was  the  atmosphere  with  smoke, 
and  so  intense  the  absorption  of  the  man  and 
woman  at  the  open  window,  that  he  had  neither 
been  seen  nor  heard  till  he  stood  within  a  few- 
paces  of  them. 

Then  Marriott  turned  round  with  an  impre- 
cation on  his  pale  lips. 

"  Is  this  your  doing  ?  "  he  asked.  "  We  are 
lost  now  past  redemption." 

It  required  an  effort  of  mind  before  Everard 
could  comprehend  the  situation,  for  the  strain 
on  his  faculties  was  beginning  to  tell.  Then  he 
perceived  that,  instead  of  the  fire-escape  having 
reached  the  woman  whom  he  desired  to  save, 
the  fireman,  either  misunderstanding  his  direc- 
tions, or  influenced  by  the  sense  of  peril  to  a 
greater  number,  had  diverted  the  ladder  beneath 
the  window  of  an  adjacent  apartment,  where  a 
group  of  the  servants  of  the  house  had  gathered, 
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and  were  filling  the  air  with  their  screams  for 
help.  One  of  them  standing  in  full  view  in  the 
glimmering  light  was  gesticulating  wildly,  with 
a  child  held  aloft  in  her  arms,  which,  in  her 
frenzy,  she  seemed  likely  to  fling  out  on  the 
stones  below.  Perhaps  it  was  this  circumstance 
which  had  induced  the  brave  and  tender-hearted 
fellow  to  rush  to  her  rescue ;  or  more  possibly 
still,  he  had  supposed  her  the  object  of  Everard's 
solicitude.  However  that  might  be,  his  hope 
was  betrayed,  and  his  personal  sacrifice  in  vain, 
unless  some  other  way  of  deliverance  could  be 
found. 

The  windows  of  the  room  were  twenty  feet 
above  the  ground,  and  the  atmosphere  was  now 
too  thick  with  sulphurous  smoke  to  admit  of 
such  expedients  as  tearing  the  bed-clothes  into 
strips,  and  using  them  as  means  of  escape. 
Moreover,  a  massive  stone  projection  several 
feet  in  width,  which  formed  the  ample  window- 
sill,  oflfered  a  serious  impediment  to  any  such 
attempts,  and  had  already  baffled  the  efforts 
made  by  the  crowd  below  to  place  a  ladder  in 
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sucli  a  position  as  to  ensure  safe  means  of 
descent.  But  it  was  this  very  obstacle  which 
presented  itself  to  Everard's  mind  as  a  forlorn 
chance  of  salvation.  Hugh  was  hanging  out 
of  the  window  frenzied  with  disappointment  and 
despair,  and  shouting  vain  orders  to  the  multi- 
tude below,  who  were  unable  in  the  general  din 
to  catch  the  words  he  said.  Everard  touched 
his  arm. 

"  Induce  her  to  step  out  on  the  window-ledge 
and  leap — it  is  the  only  chance  !  " 

He  flung  out  as  he  spoke  the  blanket  he  still 
held  to  the  crowd  below,  who  at  once  caught 
the  idea,  and  extended  it  with  a  hundred  stal- 
wart arms,  gesticulating  and  encouraging  the 
pale  girl  above. 

"  She  has  not  fainted  1 "  he  asked,  bending 
over  her  as  he  spoke  with  an  instinctive  gesture 
of  assistance. 

"  Do  not  touch  her  ! "  cried  Hugh,  fiercely. 
"  I  had  almost  as  soon  she  died  as  that  you 
saved  her." 

He  took  her  in  his  strong  arms  as  he  spoke. 
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and  stepped  up  on  the  platform  ;  a  feat  of 
muscular  strength  which  even  at  such  a  moment 
it  pleased  him  to  consider  was  quite  beyond 
the  other  to  perform.  For  a  few  moments  they 
stood  side  by  side  in  the  dawning  morning 
light,  he  supporting  her  with  his  vigorous  arms, 
and  their  aspect  was  such  as  to  excite  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  crowd  to  madness.  They 
shook  the  extended  blanket  in  frantic  excite- 
ment, and  their  inarticulate  shouts  rent  the 
air. 

Lucia  looked  down  and  shuddered — her  hus- 
band's voice  of  urgent  appeal  failed  to  animate 
her  with  the  necessary  courage. 

"It  is  of  no  use — I  cannot  do  it!"  she 
moaned ;  and  Hugh  seeing  that  it  was  in  vain, 
and  fearing  that  she  might  slip  from  his  arm, 
was  constrained  to  place  her  within  the  room 
agjain. 

As  he  did  so  her  eyes  met  those  of  Everard  ; 
his  full  of  a  veiled  agony  to  which  he  would  not 
have  given  expression  even  if  he  might,  and 
hers    dwelling    a    moment  on   his  face   with  a 


218  LUCIA,    HUGH,    AND    ANOTHER. 

solicitude  so.  absolute  and  profound  as  to  pass 
beyond  the  narrow  limits  of  tenderness.  The 
next  she  had  turned  to  her  husband. 

"We  need  not  all  die,"  she  said,  seeming  to 
gather  strength  as  she  thought  and  spoke  ;  "go 
first  and  save  yourself,  dear  Hugh  ! " 

Again  her  glance  rested  upon  Everard  with 
a  look  of  appeal,  as  if  she  would  have  implored 
his  forgiveness  for  the  action  she  was  taking. 
He  answered  the  appeal  promptly. 

"  She  is  right,"  he  said,  with  the  same  quiet- 
ness as  he  had  shown  throughout  the  night;  "  it 
is  the  only  thing  left  to  be  done.  Leap  !  and 
you  may  be  able  to  send  help."  He  looked 
behind  him  and  shuddered ;  here  and  there  the 
crests  of  the  smoke-clouds  were  bursting  into 
flame,  their  hot  breath  already  fanned  their 
cheeks  and  touched  their  clothes. 

Lucia  uttered  a  low  cry,  and  sinking  on  her 
knees  covered  her  face  with  her  hands.  For  a 
moment  Hugh  hesitated;  he  glanced  towards 
the  pure  air  outside — within  they  could  scarcely 
draw  their   labouring   breath  —  calculated   the 
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ease  and  certainty  of  his  own  deliverance  and 
his  impotence  to  save  the  girl  at  his  feet.  Then 
he  stooped  over  her  and  gathered  her  into  his 
arms. 

"  At  least  we  will  die  together  !  "  he  said. 

But  at  this  moment  a  mighty  shout  arose  ; 
the  crowd  surged  and  divided  ;  the  fireman  was 
seen  approaching  guiding  swiftly  and  carefully 
the  escape  under  the  point  of  danger.  Smoke 
and  flame  formed  now  a  lurid  background  to 
the  figures  at  the  window  who  were  all  leaning 
eagerly  forward  to  escape  the  fetid  and  suffo- 
cating atmosphere. 

''  Thank  God,  thank  God  !  "  cried  Hugh,  lift- 
inoj  Lucia  into  the  casje  with  arms  that  trembled 
with  excitement. 

To  Everard's  overwrought  anxiety  the  business 
seemed  a  protracted  one,  and  it  was  with  pain- 
ful eff'ort  that  he  compelled  himself  to  stand  by 
and  make  no  off'er  of  assistance.  "At  least 
I  may  wish  you  God  speed,"  he  said  with  a 
forlorn  smile,  and  as  he  spoke  the  fresh  morning 
air  blew  towards  him  the  light  folds  of  Lucia's 
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dress.  He  cauglit  them  in  his  hand  and  kissed 
them  with  a  tender  reverence.  The  action  was 
so  swift  that  it  escaped  Hugh's  observation ; 
but  Lucia  acknowledged  it  by  a  look  of  yearn- 
ing pity  and  love.  The  next  moment  the  fire- 
man had  made  his  swift  descent  and  she  at 
least  was  saved. 

Brief  as  the  interval  was  before  he  rose 
again,  to  the  two  men  who  stood  awaiting 
his  return,  scorched  by  the  flames  from  which 
there  was  no  further  retreat,  and  suff'ocated 
with  smoke,  it  included  an  incalculable  period 
of  anguish.  One  thought  filled  the  mind  of 
each,  strong  enough  to  conquer  pain  and 
stupefaction,  but  only  one  expressed  it. 

"  Follow  your  wife,"  gasped  Everard,  "  and 
I  will  follow  you  ;  there  is  no  time  for  honour- 
able contention — go  first,  and  save  me  if  you 
can ! "  He  staggered  as  he  spoke  and  would 
have  fallen,  but  Hugh  caught  him  by  the  arm. 

"  Hold  on  by  the  window-frame  and  bear  up 
for  two  minutes  longer — it  is  all  uj)  with  you 
otherwise  !     Or  no,  I  am  scarcely  brute  enough 
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to  leave  you  to  perish — I  can  hold  out  better 
than  you."  Even  as  he  spoke  the  fireman's 
head  reappeared  at  the  window.  He  was 
scorched  with  the  flames  and  blackened  with 
smoke,  and  had  done  deeds  of  unconscious 
heroism  that  night. 

''  The  lady's  husband  next,"  he  said  in  a  tone 
of  authority,  and  Hugh  stepped  out  upon  the 
ladder. 

His  face  was  pale  as  death,  and  he  had  a 
sense  of  self-loathing  at  his  heart,  but  life  and 
love  were  dear,  and  Everard  had  made  a  gesture 
of  resolute  refusal. 

For  a  few  moments  kneeling  at  the  open 
window,  he  watched  with  dimming  eyes  the 
descent  of  his  companion.  His  lungs  began  to 
refuse  their  ofiice  in  the  suffocating  air,  but 
still  the  indomitable  and  eager  spirit  which 
animated  him  saved  his  mind  from  collapse. 
His  whole  life  seemed  to  pass  before  his  inner 
vision  in  a  flash  of  miraculous  perception. 

He  bowed  his  head  upon  the  arms  crossed 
upon  the  window-sill. 
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"  Is  this  a  foretaste  of  the  fire  that  purges  ?  " 
was  the  half-ironic  question  that  rose  in  his 
mind.  ''God!  I  have  no  prayers  to  offer — if 
Thou  art  I  accept  Thy  will ;  but  for  others " 

His  thought  was  of  the  father  whose  heart 
would  be  broken,  of  the  woman  whose  life  he 
had  spoiled,  and  the  instinct  of  aspiration  was 
stifled  in  the  keen  spasm  of  remorse. 

The  day  by  this  time  was  fully  breaking  in 
a  tearful  sky,  showing  distinctly  to  the  crowd 
below  the  figure  of  the  man  shrouded  in  incan- 
descent smoke.  The  excitement  was  intense, 
and  Hugh  had  scarcely  leaped  to  the  ground 
before  the  hero  of  the  night  was  already  half- 
way up  the  twenty  feet  of  ascent.  But  rapid 
as  the  action  was,  it  was  too  slow  ;  the  grasp 
upon  the  window-sill  on  which  alone  the  chance 
of  salvation  lay  had  been  already  relaxed ;  when 
the  stalwart  fireman  once  more  strode  across 
the  window-ledge  and  stepped  into  the  room, 
it  was  a  dead  man  he  raised  from  the  floor  and 
carried  down  into  the  fresh  morning  air  below. 
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CHAPTEE    XLIV. 

Death  comes  in  many  forms,  and  strikes  each 
mind  that  contemplates  it  from  a  different  point 
of  view. 

Before  many  hours  were  over,  the  news  of 
the  great  fire  at  the  Golden  Fleece,  and  that 
Everard  Deane  had  lost  his  life  in  it — the  only 
^actim  of  the  catastrophe — had  been  flashed  by 
telegraph  over  the  length  and  breadth  of  Britain. 
No  man  or  woman  heard  it,  who  had  been  friend 
or  acquaintance  of  the  dead,  without  an  emotion, 
more  or  less  profound,  of  pity  and  regret. 

*'  Ton  my  soul,  a  shocking  thing  ! "  said  Grat- 
tan,  putting  down  the  paper  which  did  not 
reach  him  in  his  Highland  solitude  till  the  day 
following  the  event.  "  Daresay  he  was  helping 
some  poor  devil  or  other  whose  life  was  not 
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worth  saving.  Never  knew  a  pleasanter  fellow 
all  round  than  Deane  ! " 

And  he  returned  to  his  interrupted  breakfast, 
and  helped  himself  to  another  instalment  of 
game-pie. 

"  A  blow  like  this  unnerves  one,"  he  added ; 
''it  is  necessary  to  keep's  one's  pecker  up ! " 

He  was  addressing  Jack  Templar,  the  two 
men  renting  the  Scotch  moor  together,  a  thing 
no  longer  to  be  accomplished  by  men  of  their 
position. 

The  latter  was  a  good  deal  more  moved  than 
Grattan,  and  was  conscious  of  a  stricture  of  the 
throat  and  a  moisture  of  the  eyes  which  inter- 
fered with  prompt  response.  He  had  known 
Everard  more  intimately,  and  the  news  of  his 
death  affected  him  differently  from  his  com- 
panion. He  left  his  breakfast  unfinished,  and 
walked  to  the  window. 

'•  I  should  have  felt  it  less  had  it  been  my 
own  brother,"  he  said.  "  To  know  Deane  was 
to  love  him — I  mean  what  I  say ;  other  men 
you  like — are  good  friends  with — but  this  man 
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laid  his  hand  upon  your  heart.  God  help  the 
poor  old  father  !  " 

He  took  up  the  paper  again  and  read  the 
details  carefully  through,  reading  between  the 
lines,  as  his  knowledge  of  past  circumstances 
helped  him  to  do. 

"A  woman  at  the  bottom  of  it,  of  course," 
he  said  cynically  ;  but  it  was  to  himself  and  not 
to  his  companion  ;  '^  one  wonders  how  she  feels!  " 

"  How  she  feels  ? "  It  was  a  question  that 
Lucia  Marriott  never  put  in  the  power  of  any 
human  being  to  answer.  She  did  not  swoon, 
nor  cry  aloud,  nor  weep ;  at  least,  if  she  did 
weep,  it  was  when  no  eye  beheld  her. 

Hugh  was  standing  by  her  side  when  the 
fireman,  spreading  out  the  blanket  on  the  damp 
ground,  laid  his  burden  at  their  feet,  with  some- 
thing of  a  tender  and  reverent  air. 

"  The  gentleman  has  swooned,"  he  said  in 
doubtful  accents,  and  touching  Hugh's  arm  sig- 
nificantly as  he  spoke ;  and  then  perceiving  from 
the  responsive  crowd  that  there  would  be  no 
lack  of  due  attention,  he  turned   back  to  his 
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work,  for  there  was  hard  work  yet  to  be  done 
at  the  Golden  Fleece. 

Lucia  took  a  step  forward  and  fixed  her  gaze 
upon  him;  as  she  gazed,  every  tint  of  colour 
faded  from  her  cheek  till  there  was  something 
almost  preternatural  in  her  pallor,  and  her  figure 
grew  rigid  as  stone,  but  not  a  sound  escaped 
her.  Presently,  when  Hugh  knelt  down  by  the 
dead  man's  side,  to  be  succeeded  by  a  doctor 
who  was  a  member  of  the  crowd,  and  together 
they  raised  his  head,  and  felt  for  the  pulses 
which  had  ceased  to  beat,  a  convulsive  shudder 
shook  her  from  head  to  foot. 

"He  is  quite  dead !  Who  is  it '? "  asked  the 
man  of  science,  rising,  and  speaking  with  an 
unrufiled  composure. 

Lucia  summoned  her  husband  to  her  side  by 
a  gesture  that  was  almost  imperious. 

"It  is  for  you  to  do  all  that  is  necessary  to 
be  done,  and  it  must  be  done  at  once.  Cover 
him  up  from  the  common  gaze — he  could  not 
have  endured  that — and  take  him  to  some  hotel. 
That  doctor  had  better  go  with  you." 
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Hugh  gazed  at  her  in  painful  bewilderment ; 
the  large  brown  eyes  were  not  bedewed  by 
tears,  nor  did  the  pale  sensitive  mouth  quiver 
as  it  was  wont  to  do,  whenever  she  was  moved. 
Her  low  voice  was  clear  and  cold. 

''Remember,"  she  added,  "whatever  sacred 
duties  are  due  from  the  living  to  the  dead  are 
paid  by  you  to  him ;  don't  leave  him  alone  in 
hireling  hands  even  for  one  moment." 

She  had  meant  to  say,  ''He  gave  his  life 
for  us,"  but  her  spirit  failed.  To  have  pro- 
nounced the  words  w^ould  have  broken  down 
her  resolution. 

"Do  not  think  of  me — I  will  follow;"  and 
reluctant  as  he  was  to  leave  her,  he  felt  forced 
to  obey. 

She  maintained  the  same  absolute  composure 
so  long  as  there  was  any  demand  made  upon 
her  resolution.  When  Hugh  proposed  to  tele- 
graph to  the  unhappy  father,  she  told  him  he 
would  soon  be  there,  for  she  had  summoned 
him  overnight,  and  proceeded  to  explain  what 
she   had  done    with    an    impersonal,  quiet   ex- 
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actness,  which  struck  him  as  painfully  un- 
natural. 

"  Who  will  tell  him  r  asked  Hugh. 

"You  will  tell  him,"  was  the  answer;  ''  who 
else  ?"  but  Hugh  shook  his  head. 

"I  would  almost  as  soon  face  death  itself 
as  be  the  bearer  of  it  to  Deane's  father — it 
will  kill  him  !" 

"  Oh,  that  is  a  mistake,"  said  Lucia ;  "  grief 
does  not  kill,  or  at  least  it  is  long  at  its  work. 
But  if  you  will  not,  then  I  will  do  it." 

But  it  was  not  necessary.  HI  news  flies  fast, 
and  before  the  unhappy  man  had  crossed  the 
threshold  of  the  house  in  which  his  dead  son 
was  lying,  he  had  been  made  aware  of  his 
bereavement.  Marcus  Deane  was  a  strong  man 
both  in  body  and  mind,  but  that  day  a  blow 
was  dealt  him  that  shattered  the  foundation  of 
his  vigour.  The  light  and  warmth  and  colour 
of  his  life  went  out  in  the  blast  of  that  terrible 
calamity. 

He  entered  the  death-chamber  alone  in  spite 
of  friendly  protest,  and   no   human   eye   wit- 
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nessed  the  form  his  love  and  despair  took.  He 
did  not  remain  very  long,  but  he  was  a  changed 
man  from  the  hour  of  that  brief  vigiL  He  was 
able  to  make  arrangements,  and  to  give  his  own 
orders  for  the  immediate  removal  of  the  body 
to  Hurstpoint,  and  during  the  few  hours  it  was 
necessary  to  remain  in  Portsmouth  he  kept  the 
secret  of  his  misery  unconfessed  to  any  ear. 

It  was  late  in  the  evening  of  that  day  that 
Hugh  Marriott  entered  the  room  occupied  by 
his  wife  in  the  same  hotel  as  where  this  par- 
ental tragedy  had  been  enacted.  He  had  im- 
plored her  to  lie  down  and  rest  after  all  the 
cruel  experiences  of  the  last  night  and  day,  and 
as  a  matter  of  obedience  she  had  complied,  but 
no  rest  was  possible  to  her  beyond  the  rest  of 
forced  physical  inaction. 

That  her  sufferings  were  intense  was  evident 
from  her  whole  aspect  of  rigid  pallor,  but  she 
had  given  no  clue  to  the  channel  in  which  her 
misery  ran.  Hugh  watched  her  with  restless 
anxiety  from  time  to  time,  as  he  went  in  and  out 
of  her  apartment,  and  felt  inclined  to  urge  her 
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to  some  expression  of  her  feelings,  whatever  it 
might  cost  him,  for  he  dreaded  the  eflfects  of 
this  unnatural  self-restraint. 

As  for  himself,  he  felt  like  a  man  walking  in  his 
sleep,  at  a  loss  to  trace  the  consequences  of  events, 
and  unable  to  analyse  the  state  of  his  own  mind. 
Compunction  which  deepened  to  remorse,  and  an 
aching  pity  in  which  all  personal  bitterness  was 
quenched,  filled  his  heart  as  he  took  his  share 
in  the  awful  duties  death  had  devolved  upon 
him.  He  asked  himself  how  he  should  have  felt 
if  he  had  carried  out  his  purpose,  and  it  had 
been  his  own  hand  which  had  killed  him  ?  And 
then  he  asked  himself  if  murderous  intention 
fell  much  below  the  accomplished  act  ?  And 
again,  if  the  desperate  selfishness  by  which  he 
had  preserved  his  own  life  did  not  touch  the 
borders  of  a  crime  1  He  could  not  resist  the 
conviction  that  both  lives  might  have  been  saved 
if  he  had  constrained  Everard  to  go  first ;  for 
his  strength  of  endurance  had  been  less  severely 
taxed,  and  his  natural  vigour  of  resistance  was 
greater. 
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After  all,  had  lie  not  slain  Inm  ? 

So  lono'  as  a  human  heart  beats  in  a  man's 
bosom  the  hand  of  death  wipes  out  the  record  of 
injuries.  True,  Everard  Deane  had  sinned  against 
him,  though  not  to  the  extent  his  vindictive  jeal- 
ousy had  at  first  supposed ;  but  in  that  cold, 
clear  medium  through  which  he  now  looked,  he 
could  see  things  in  their  true  relation,  and  he 
remembered  with  a  groan,  the  generosity  he  had 
misprized  and  the  cruelty  of  which  he  had  been 
guilty. 

The  dead  was  passed  beyond  redemption  of 
error,  but  another  remained  whose  tender  heart 
he  had  bruised,  and  whose  penitence  he  had  in- 
sulted. Eetrieval  here  was  possible ;  at  least 
such  poor  retrieval — incomplete  and  tentative 
at  best — as  alone  is  possible  to  blind,  stumbling 
humanity. 

It  was  in  this  mood  of  mind  that  he  drew 
a  chair  to  his  wife's  sofa  and  took  her  passive 
hand  in  his.  Her  eyes  were  wide  open  with 
a  look  of  tearless  pain  in  them  which  affected 
him  deeply,  and  her  face  was  white  and  drawn. 
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Would  it  not  be  wise  to  try  and  move  her 
to  tears  ? 

'^  Mr  Deane  has  declined  to  see  me,  Lucia ; 
have  you  any  wish  to  speak  to  him  ? " 

She  shook  her  head.  "  AVas  it  to  be  supposed 
he  could  endure  the  sight  of  either  of  us  ?  I 
would  not  dare  to  ask  it ! " 

He  was  silent  for  a  few  moments,  revolving 
the  wisdom  of  the  next  expedient ;  then  he  said 
hurriedly  and  with  a  desperate  ejffort,  not  look- 
ing at  her  while  he  spoke — 

"He — they — are  going  back  to  Hurstpoint 
to-night ;  would  you  like  to  see  Everard  Deane 
again  i 

Her  breast  heaved,  and  her  lips  worked  con- 
vulsively ;  she  withdrew  her  hand  from  his,  and 
turned  away  her  head. 

"  I — I  am  afraid,"  she  said — "  not  of  him, 
not  of  him,  but  of  myself!  the  sight  would 
kill  me !  Oh  God,  oh  God  ! " —  she  covered 
her  face  with  her  hands,  and  her  whole 
frame  was  shaken  with  tearless,  convulsive 
sobs. 


LUCIA,    HUGH,    AND   ANOTHER.  233 

Then  with  a  strong  effort  she  conquered 
herself  again. 

**  This  is  not  what  I  meant — you  will  hate 
me,  Hugh  ! " 

"  Nay,"  he  answered,  "  I  hate  myself;  forgive 
me,  Lucia  ! " 

He  knelt  down  by  the  couch,  and  took  both 
her  hands  in  his ;  his  blue  eyes  were  wet  with 
tears. 

''I  will  comfort  you,"  he  said ;  "  I  will  try 
hard  to  make  you  forget  my  past  cruelty  and 
injustice.  We  will  forgive  each  other,  Lucia. 
I  have  never  ceased  to  love  you,  dear  ;  in  time 
you  will  love  me  back  again." 

He  drew  her  arms  about  his  neck  and  kissed 
her. 

"You  break  my  heart,"  she  answered. 
"  Yesterda}^  had  you  said  those  words  I  should 
have  blessed  you — to-day,  I  have  bought  them 
too  dear !  You  will  not  be  angry  ?  You  will 
give  me  a  little  time  ?  I  am  the  most  miser- 
able woman  on  the  face  of  God's  earth  ! " 

"  I  will  give  you  all  my  life,"  he  said  sadly ; 
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and  he  got  up  and  left  her,  thinking  it  the 
kindest  thing  he  could  do. 

He  walked  down  to  the  harbour  and  went  on 
board  his  ship,  pacing  the  deck  silently,  and 
revolving  the  events  of  the  last  twenty-four 
hours,  of  the  past  and  of  the  future.  He  said  to 
himself  that  it  would  still  be  better  for  his  wife 
to  sail  with  him  for  Australia — it  would  be  best 
for  both  :  but  that  he  would  so  guard  every 
hour  and  circumstance  of  her  life — he  would 
have  such  long  patience  with  her  grief  and  de- 
spondency— exhibit  such  tenderness,  considera- 
tion, and  self-denial — that  he  should  recover  his 
lost  hold  of  her  gratitude,  respect,  and  love. 

It  would  be  easier  for  her  to  forget,  with  the 
sea  between  her  and  England — 

"  The  unplumbed,  salt,  estranging  sea ; " 

nor  would  it  be  possible  for  any  woman,  how- 
ever miserable  or  self  -  condemned,  to  mourn 
for  ever.  What  wounds  could  withstand  the 
healing  process  of  persistent  forbearance  and 
kindness'? " 
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But  he  would  allow  lier  a  little  time  for  re- 
vival. He  would  take  her  home  to  her  friends 
the  next  day,  out  of  the  horrible  associations  of 
the  place,  and  extend  his  furlough  for  a  week  or 
two.  Then  she  should  join  the  ship  at  some 
other  port. 

Hugh  Marriott  was  eminently  practical ;  he 
felt  himself  already  creditably  committed  to  the 
process  of  restitution. 

He  carried  out  his  programme  exactly.  He 
left  Portsmouth  on  the  following  day  with  Lucia, 
and  took  her  home  to  her  mother,  remaining 
himself  a  few  days  to  watch  over  her  and  see  if 
she  recovered  from  the  shock.  All  that  fond 
and  anxious  affection  could  suggest  in  the  way 
of  comfort  and  sympathy  was  abundantly  be- 
stowed upon  her,  but  she  kept  the  remote  and 
absorbed  air  which  occasioned  him  such  deep 
anxiety.  She  was  quietly  grateful  to  parents 
and  sister,  careful  in  the  performance  of  any 
duty  that  bore  on  her  relations  to  her  husband 
— even  anxious  for  his  comfort  and  approval ; 
but  it  seemed  to  Hugh  that  she  was  living  a 
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mere  mechanical  existence,  out  of  which  all 
spontaneity  had  dropped. 

Had  he  alienated  her  for  ever  by  his  harsh- 
ness and  severity  ?  or  was  the  memory  of  her 
dead  lover  to  stand  between  them  as  the  man 
himself  had  done  ? 

Neither  he  himself,  nor  her  friends  at  home, 
had  been  able  to  induce  her  to  refer  to  any  of 
the  incidents  connected  with  the  fire  at  the 
Golden  Fleece,  though  they  had  done  their 
best,  thinking  it  would  be  salutary  if  this  un- 
natural reserve  could  be  broken,  and  her  hor- 
ror and  distress  find  vent  in  words  and  tears. 
There  was  something  at  once  baffling  and  pain- 
ful in  this  rio;id  and  resolute  reserve. 

In  his  perplexity  Hugh  addressed  himself  to 
Heleu,  though  generally  averse  to  exchanging 
confidences  with  her. 

''  Is  Lucia  equally  reserved  with  you  ?  has 
she  never  talked  about  the  shocking  details  con- 
nected with  the  ^re  \  never  mentioned  poor 
Deaue  ? " 

"  Never  !     If  the  subject  is  alluded  to  she  is 
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speechless,  and  gets  up  and  goes  out  of  the 
room  ;  therefore — we  do  not  allude  to  it ! " 

"  But — you  think  she  thinks  of  him  '? " 

He  had  asked  the  question  with  difficulty,  and 
Helen  looked  at  him  with  a  curious  intentness 
before  answering. 

"  I  think  he  is  seldom  or  never  absent  from 
her  thoughts.  Wait  a  moment,  and  don't  mis- 
understand !  She  knows  you  brought  him  to 
the  place  where  he  met  his  death,  and  that 
therefore  your  hands  are  not  clear  of  blood- 
guiltiness  ;  also,  that  he,  even  as  it  was,  would 
have  had  no  difficulty  in  saving  his  life  if  he  had 
not  been  bent  on  saving  hers  first,  and  so  she 
takes  up  part  of  the  burden  of  condemnation. 
Then,  I  know,  she  is  steeped  in  pity — no,  it  is 
remorse  rather — for  the  sorrow  that  has  fallen 
on  Mr  Deane's  father." 

"  But  she  might  feel  as  much  as  this  for  one 
who  had  been  a  stranger." 

"  She  might,"  returned  Helen,  with  warmth, 
''  but  I  have  not  said  her  feeling  stops  at  this 
point.     Lucia's  temper  has  always  been  such 
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that  gratitude  becomes  a  passion  with  her. 
Everard  Deane  has  crowned  the  self-denial  and 
devotion  of  his  life  by  a  death  that  looks  like 
martyrdom.  He  died,  not  only  for  her  sake,  but 
for  yours,  who  hated  and  ill-used  him, — do  you 
suppose  she  does  not  feel  this  to  the  core  of  her 
heart  ?  I  don't  know  what  relations  subsisted 
between  them  while  he  lived,  but  the  circum- 
stances of  his  end  are  such  as  almost  to  drive  a 
sensitive,  tenacious  creature  to  despair.  Tender- 
ness, reverence,  remorse,  will  make  his  memory 
almost  a  religion.'' 

Hugh  sighed  impatiently. 

"  Have  you  not  forgiven  him  '? "  asked 'Helen. 
"  Does  not  the  fact  which  I  mentioned  just  now 
wipe  out  his  offences  ?  " 

"  Not  only  that,  but  it  has  shown  me  mine  in 
a  new  light ;  still  death  cannot  change  the  char- 
acter of  a  man's  life,  or  actually  wipe  out  wrong- 
doing. One  may  forgive  or  extenuate  it,  but 
the  facts  remain,  I  suppose,  for  all  eternity." 

He  paused,  but  Helen  allowing  the  words  to 
pass  without  challenge,  he  added — 
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"  To-morrow  I  am  going  to  Hurstpoint ;  I  feel 
I  should  act  like  a  coward  if  I  were  to  leave 
England  without  seeing  Mr  Deane." 

Helen  shivered  a  little.  "  I  don't  envy  you 
your  errand — but  perhaps  you  are  right.  For 
the  rest,  Hugh,  you  must  be  very  patient  with 
Lucia ;  deserve  her  gratitude  and  she  will  pay 
you  back  with  love.  Also — I  would  not  talk 
about  the  past." 

"  No,"  he  said ;  "  the  salt  seas  shall  wash  that 
out !  Trust  me,  Helen — I  shall  do  my  best  to 
reconcile  her  to  life  and  to  me." 

The  next  morning  he  took  an  early  train  to 
Stockdale  with  the  intention  of  returning  the 
same  day.  We  need  scarcely  indicate  the  bitter 
memories  with  which  his  mind  was  full  as  he 
passed  along  the  familiar  ways.  He  walked 
from  the  station  to  the  principal  inn,  and 
ordered  a  fly  to  take  him  to  Hurstpoint. 

The  landlord  looked  at  him  in  evident  sur- 
prise. 

"  The  house  is  shut  up,"  he  said  ;  "  and  they 
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say  it  will  never  be  opened  again  in  Mr  Deane's 
lifetime.  He  went  away  directly  after  the 
funeral."  He  hesitated,  then  added,  "  It  was 
a  terrible  business,  Captain  Marriott." 

Hugh  nodded  assent.  "  Can  you  tell  me 
where  he  is  gone  ?  " 

"  He  went  to  town  from  here,  but  only  to 
stay  there  till  the  ladies  could  join  him.  I 
believe  they  were  going  to  some  quiet  little 
place  in  the  Isle  of  Wight  that  belongs  to  Mr 
Deane,  though  he  has  never  been  in  the  habit 
of  living  there.  He  will  not  stay  long  any- 
where— he  is  a  broken  man." 

''  Are  Sir  Owen  and  Lady  Hamilton  at  home? " 

Hugh  spoke  abruptly,  for  he  did  not  care  to 
betray  his  feelings ;  and  on  getting  an  answer 
in  the  affirmative,  he  decided  to  go  there  and 
gather  what  information  he  could. 

Lady  Hamilton  was  at  home  and  received 
him  at  once,  but  it  was  evident  to  Huo^h  that 
her  friendly  feeling  on  his  behalf  was  a  thing 
of  the  past.  Her  manner  was  not  only  grave 
but  cold. 
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''  Your  visit,"  she  said,  after  the  first  formal 
greetings,  "has  taken  me  quite  by  surprise — 
I  had  almost  said  it  was  a  shock.  Excuse  me. 
Captain  Marriott,  but  why  are  you  here  ? " 

Hugh  coloured  painfully.  "  Am  I  so  unwel- 
come ? " 

And  then  he  explained  that  the  object  of  his 
journey  had  been  to  see  Mr  Deane  before  he 
left  England,  thinking  it  possible  he  might  now 
be  able  to  hear  those  details  respecting  the 
accident  which  no  one  could  give  but  himself, 
as  well  as  to  express  his  personal  sympathy  and 
res^ret. 

"  Is  it,  then,  possible  you  have  no  knowledge 
of  the  state  of  Mr  Deane's  feelings  towards 
you  ?  And  not,  I  am  compelled  to  say,  of  his 
feelings  alone,  for  all  who  know  the  circum- 
stances of  the  case  share  them  more  or  less." 

"  I  am  not  sure  I  understand  to  what  circum- 
stances you  refer,"  said  Hugh,  sadly.  "Neither 
Everard  Deane  nor  I  have  been  without  fault 
in  our  several  ways,  but  I  am  alive  to  bear  the 
odium  and  he  has  passed  beyond  blame.     Am 
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I  held  responsible  for  his  death  in  this  neigh- 
bourhood ?  I  could  forgive  his  father  the  wrong, 
but  you,  Lady  Hamilton " 

"  As  for  the  share  you  took  in  that  awful 
event  I  know  nothing.  Captain  Marriott,  and  I 
do  not  presume  to  judge  you.  But  after  his 
death,  Mr  Deane  found  a  letter  in  his  pocket 
which  explained  his  presence  at  Portsmouth, 
and  showed  the  state  of  your  mind  towards  him. 
All  of  us  are  willing  to  admit  that  it  is  a  grave 
fault  to  break  the  seventh  commandment  even  in 
spirit,  and  this  is  as  far  as  his  transgression 
went ;  but  I  cannot  lose  sight  of  the  fact  that  the 
sixth  is  equally  binding  upon  the  conscience,  and 
takes  precedence  of  it  in  the  divine  category." 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Hugh,  with  a  groan ; 
''  I  have  said  these  things  to  myself." 

"To  be  quite  frank,  the  poor  old  father  be- 
lieves that  the  man  who  cherished  such  a  ven- 
omous hate,  and  plotted  against  his  life,  took  no 
pains  to  save  it  when  it  was  in  peril;  but,  under- 
stand, I  forbear  to  express  a  personal  opinion. 
I  know  quite  well  that  Everard's  last  thought 
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would  be  his  own  safety ;  lie  would  have  laid 
down  his  life,  not  only  for  Lucia,  but  for  any 
human  being  in  extremity.  A  temper  like  that 
covers  a  multitude  of  sins,  and  so  endears  the 
man  to  his  friends  that  they  are  apt  to  be  hasty 
and  unjust  towards  those  who  have  hated  him." 

Hugh  rose  to  depart. 

*'  I  have  not  a  word  to  say  in  my  own  de- 
fence ;  only  I  still  wish  to  hear  how  Mr  Deane 
bears  up,  if  your  ladyship  thinks  fit  to  relieve 
my  anxiety." 

"  I  could  tell  you  nothing  but  what  would 
increase  it.  He  is  bowed  to  the  dust,  though 
he  tries  to  show  a  brave  front  to  the  world,  and 
is  not  likely  long  to  survive  his  son.  The  girl 
that  Everard  brought  home  with  him  is  paying 
off  her  debt  with  the  devotion  of  a  daughter — 
it  is  only  from  her  that  the  old  man  will  bear 
the  mention  of  his  name." 

"  I  ought  never  to  have  come  amongst  you," 
said  Hugh.  "  Were  it  in  my  power  to  buy 
back  this  precious  life  with  my  own,  I  would 
gladly  do  it !  " 
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Lady  Hamilton  sighed.  "You  think  so, 
Captain  Marriott,  but  the  test  can  never  be  ap- 
plied, and  we  are  all  prone  to  judge  of  a  man's 
future  by  his  past.  Still,  other  precious  lives 
are  left.  I  have  not  ventured  to  ask  for  Lucia  : 
poor  soul,  what  she  must  have  suffered  !  Surely 
you  have  been  kind  to  her  ? "    - 

"  I  have  tried,"  he  said  in  a  low  tone,  ''  and 
will  never  cease  trying  while  life  lasts ;  but 
sometimes  I  think  her  heart  is  broken.  Have 
I  not  my  punishment  ?  " 

She  looked  at  him  steadily.  He  was  very 
pale,  and  there  was  a  humble,  stricken  look  in 
his  face  she  had  never  seen  there  before,  but  her 
heart  did  not  soften  towards  him. 

*'  Doubtless ;  let  it  bear  fruit  in  the  future  ! 
I  can  send  no  message  to  Lucia  such  as  you 
ought  to  take  to  her ;  once  more,  I  entreat  you 
to  be  good  to  her." 

Hugh  went  back  to  Kichmond  with  a  mind 
disordered  with  anguish  and  remorse.  He  went 
direct  to  his  wife's  room. 

"  Lucia,"  he  said,  "  how  long  do  you  wish  to 
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remain  here  ? — that  means,  how  soon  will  you 
be  willing  to  sail  with  me  ?  '* 

She  lifted  her  heavy  eyes,  and  met  the  pain 
and  impatient  distress  in  his. 

"  Any  day  or  hour  that  you  please,"  she  an- 
swered. "  I  am  ready — what  is  there  to  wait 
for?" 

"  Then  let  us  go  away  from  here  to-morrow, 
for  life  is  not  bearable  to  me  in  these  home 
scenes.  I  am  a  man  without  friends,  and 
whipped  by  the  consequences  of  my  sins  as  by 
scorpions.  Men  speak  to  me,  and  women  too, 
as  if  the  brand  of  Cain  were  on  my  forehead, 
and  I  half  believe  it  is !  Lucia,  after  all  I  will 
not  take  you  with  me  into  the  wilderness — I  will 
leave  you  with  your  mother  !  " 

He  came  towards  her  and  knelt  down  before 
her. 

*'  When  I  think  of  what  I  have  made  you 
suffer — how  I  turned  my  back  on  your  peni- 
tence and  your  prayers — I  give  you  leave  to 
cast  off  my  yoke.  Nor  is  that  all  I " — he  stopped. 
"  Let  it  pass,"  he  continued,  passionately ;  *'  a 
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man  is  not  constrained  to  criminate  himself,  and 
through  it  all  I  loved  you  in  my  poor  fashion, 
if  only  that  could  count.  Death  has  canonised 
the  other  man — forgive  me,  Lucia,  if  I  ask  you 
what  would  your  life  have  been  had  he  been 
saved  instead  of  me  1 " 

She  covered  her  face  with  iier  hands,  and 
drew  herself  away  from  him. 

"  I — I  dare  not  weigh  such  thoughts,"  she 
replied,  in  a  faint  suppressed  voice ;  *'  but  it 
would  have  been  worse  !  Then  I  should  have 
had  no  chance  of  reparation.  Now,  in  the  mercy 
God,  there  is — or  at  least,  I  think,  in  time  I  may 
learn  to  hope  there  is.'^ 

She  let  her  hands  fall,  and  looked  into  his 
face  with  an  expression  of  heartrending  appeal. 

"  Do  you  understand  what  it  is  that  crushes 
me  ?  "  she  asked  :  "  it  is,  that  we  are  responsible 
for  his  death.  Your  hate  brought  him  to  the 
place,  and  he  sacrificed  his  life  out  of  love  to 
me  I  Are  we  strong  enough  to  bear  up  under 
this  burden  ?  He  would  not  have  wished  it  to 
destroy  our  lives." 
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Her  lips  quivered,  and  the  glaze  of  tears 
gathered  over  her  weary  eyes,  which  met  his 
without  distrust. 

"  I  think,  Hugh,  if  there  is  to  be  any  peace 
between  us,  I  must  tell  you  all  the  truth.  I 
know  now  that  I  blinded  my  conscience  in  his 
regard.  I  loved  him  as  he  loved  me,  with  all 
my  soul  and  with  all  my  strength.  I  meant  to 
have  gone  away  with  you  to  do  my  duty,  as  I 
called  it,  but  I  believe  I  should  have  failed. 
He  held  my  heart-strings  in  his  hands  ! " 

He  would  have  risen  and  turned  away  from 
her,  but  she  suddenly  cast  her  arms  about  his 
neck. 

"I  am  telling  you  how  I  have  sinned,  but 
words  could  not  be  found  to  say  how  I  have  suf- 
fered. I  don't  mean  the  desperate  pain  of  personal 
bereavement  only,  but  the  remorse  for  the  an- 
guish we  have  cost  to  the  many  who  loved  him, 
— the  awful  knowledge  that  we  have  been  the 
means  of  putting  out  a  life  like  that — in  such  a 
way  ! " 

She  stopped  a  moment,  then  added  eagerly — 
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''  Putting  out ! — it  is  not  surely  that  ?  I  be- 
lieve his  life  and  future  are  in  the  hands  of 
God,  and — I  am  content  to  leave  them  there. 
But  you  and  I  are  still  alive  to  repent  and 
redeem  the  past.  At  our  age  it  would  be  a  base 
thing  to  give  up  trying  to  do  right  because  we 
have  gone  astray.  Will  you  help  me,  Hugh,  to 
find  out  what  our  duty  is,  and  to  do  it  ?  Begin 
now  by  telling  me  you  forgive  me — here,  on 
this  same  spot,  where  you  denounced  me  barely 
two  weeks  ago  \ " 

He  took  her  beautiful  pale  face  between  his 
hands  and  kissed  her  lips  with  devout  ten- 
derness. 

"  Love  me  once  more,"  he  said.  "  I  forgive, 
as  I  hope  to  be  forgiven." 


THE    END. 
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phrases, cloth,  3s.  ;  French  morocco,  4s.  6d. ;  calf,  7s.  6d.  No.  3,  bound  with 
the  Psalms  and  Paraphrases,  cloth,  2s.  ;  French  morocco,  3s. 

The  Scottish  Hymnal,  with  Music.  Selected  by  the  Com- 
mittees on  Hymns  and  on  Psalmody  The  harmonies  arranged  by  W.  H.  Monk. 
Cloth,  IS.  6d.  :  French  morocco,  3s.'  6d.  The  same  in  the  Tonic  Sol-fa  Notation, 
IS.  6d.  and  3s.  6d. 

The  Scottish  Hymnal,  with  Fixed  Tune  for  each  Hymn. 

Longprimer  type,  3s.  6d. 

GERARD.      Reata:    What's  in   a   Name?      By  E.   D.   Gerard. 

New  Edition.     In  one  volume,  crown  8vo,  6s. 

Beggar  my  Neighbour.  A  Novel.  New  Edition,  com- 
plete in  one  volume,  crown  8vo,  6s. 

GLEIG.  The  Subaltern.  By  G.  R.  Gleig,  M.A.,  late  Chaplain- 
General  of  Her  Majesty's  Forces.  Library  Edition.  Revised  and  Con-ected, 
with  a  New  Preface.     Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

GOETHE'S  FAUST.  Translated  into  English  Verse  by  Sir  Theo- 
dore M.ARTiN,  K.C.B.  Second  Edition,  post'svo,  6s.  Cheap' Edition,  fcap., 
3s.  6d. 

GOETHE.    Poems  and  Ballads  of  Goethe.     Translated  by  Professor 

Aytoun  and  Sir  Theodore  Martin,  K.C.B.     Third  Edition,  fcap.  Svo,  6s. 
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GORDON  GUMMING.      At  Home  in  Fiji.     By  C.  F.  Gordon 

CcMMiNG,  Author  of  '  From  the  Hebrides  to  the  Himalayas.'    Fourth  Edition, 
comi.plete  iu  oue  volume  post  8vo.     With  Illustratious  and  Map.     7s.  6d. 

A  Lady's  Ci'uise  in   a   French    Man -of- War.       New   and 

Cheajier  Edition.     In  one  volume,  8vo.    With  Illustrations  and  Map.    12s.  6d. 

Fire-Fountains.     The  Kinodom  of  Hawaii  :   Its  Volcanoes, 

and  the  History  of  its  Missions.    With  Map  and  numerous  Illustrations.    In 
two  vols.  8vo,  25s. 

Granite  Crags  :  The  Yo-semite  Region  of  California.    One 

vol.  Svo.     Illustrated  with  8  Engravings.     Price  i6s. 

GRANT.     Bush-Life  in   Queensland.      By  A.  C.   Grant.      New 

Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

HAMERTON.  Wenderholme  :  A  Story  of  Lancashire  and  York- 
shire Life.  By  Philip  Gilbeut  Hamerton,  Author  of  'A  Painter's  Camp.'  A 
New  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

HAMILTON.  Lectures  on  Metaphysics.  By  Sir  William  Hamil- 
ton, Bart.,  Professor  of  Loi^ric  and  Metaphv-sics  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh. 
Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  L.  Mansel,  B.D.,  LL.D.,  Dean  of  St  Paul's  ;  and  Johx 
Veitch,  M.A.,  Professor  of  Logic  and  Rhetoric,  Glasgow.  Sixth  Edition.  2 
vols.  8vo,  24S. 

Lectures  on  Logic.     Edited  by  the  Same.     Third  Edition. 

2  vols.,  24S. 

Discussions  on  Philosophy  and  Literature,  Education  and 

University  Reform.     Third  Edition,  Svo,  21s. 

Memoir  of  Sir  William  Hamilton,  Bart.,  Professor  of  Logic 

and  Metaphysics  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh.     By  Professor  Veitch  of  the 
University  of  Glasgow.     Svo,  with  Portrait,  i8s. 

Sir  William    Hamilton  :    The  Man   and  his  Philosophy. 

Two   Lectures   Delivered   before  the  Edinburgh    Philosophical    Institution, 
January  and  February  1883.     By  the  Same.     Crown  Svo,  2s. 

HAMILTON.  Annals  of  the  Peninsular  Campaigns.  By  Captain 
Thomas  Hamilton.  Edited  by  F.  Harduian.  Svo,  i6s.  Atlas  of  Maps  to 
illustrate  the  Campaigns,  12s. 

HAMLEY.     The  Operations  of  War  Explained  and  Illustrated.    By 

Major  -  General   Sir  Edward   Bruce   Hamley,   K.C.M.G.      Fourth   Edition, 
revised  throughout.    4to,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  30s. 

Thomas  Carlyle  :   An  Essay.      Second   Edition.      Crown 

8vo.     2S.  6d. 

The  Story  of  the  Campaign  of  Sehastopol.     Written  in  the 


Camp.    With  Illustrations  drawn  in  Camp  by  the  Author.    Svo,  21s. 

-  On  Outposts.     Second  Edition.     Svo,  2s. 

-  Wellington's  Career  ;  A  Military  and  Political  Summary. 

Crown  Svo,  2s. 

-  Lady  Lee's  Widowhood.   Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
Our   Poor  Relations.      A  Philozoic  Essay.      With   Illus- 


trations, chiefly  by  Ernest  Griset.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 
HAMLEY.     Guilty,  or  Not  Guilty  ?     A  Tale.     By  Major-General 

W.  G.  HAMLEY,''late  of  the  Royal  Engineers.   New  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

The  House  of  Lys  :   One  Book  of  its  History.      A  Tale. 

Second  Edition.     2  vols,  crown  Svo.     173. 

Traseaden  Hall.     "When  George  the  Third  was  King." 


New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  6s. 
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HANDY    HORSE-BOOK  ;    or,  Practical   Instructions   in   Riding, 

Driving,  and  the  General  Care  and  Management  of  Horses.     By  'Magenta. 
Ninth  Edition,  with  6  Eugravin:3'S,  4s.  6d. 
By  the  Same. 
Our  Domesticated  Dogs :  their  Treatment  in  reference  to  Food, 

Diseases,  Habits,  Punishment,  Accomplishments.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

HARBORD.  Definitions  and  Diagrams  in  Astronomy  and  Navi- 
gation.   By  the  Rev.  J.  B.  Harbord,  M.A.,  Assistant  Director  of  Education, 

Admiralty,     is. 

Short  Sermons  for  Hospitals  and  Sick  Seamen.     Fcap.  8vo, 

cloth,  4S.  6d. 

HARDMAN.     Scenes  and  Adventures  in  Central  America.     Edited 

by  Frederick  Hardman.     Crown  8vo.   6s. 

HARRISON.  Oure  Tounis  Colledge.  Sketches  of  the  History  of 
the  Old  College  of  Edinburgh,  with  an  Appendix  of  Historical  Documents. 
By  John  Harrison.     Crown  8vo,  5s. 

HASELL.      Bible  Partings.      By  E.  J.  Hasell.      Crown  8vo,  6s. 
HAY.     The  Works  of  the  Right  Rev.  Dr  George  Hay,  Bishop  of 

Edinburgh.     Edited  under  the  Sui)ervision  of  the  Right  Rev.  IBishop  Strain. 

With  Memoir  and  Portrait  of  the  Author.     5  vols,  crown  Svo,  bound  in  extra 

cloth,  £1,  is.     Or,  sold  separately — viz. : 
The  Sincere  Christian  Instructed  in  the  Faith  of  Christ  from  the  Written  Word. 
2  vols.,  8s. — The  Devout  Christian  Instructed  in  the  Law  of  Christ  from  the  Written 
Word.     2  vols.,  8s.— The  Pious  Christian  Instructed  in  the  Nature  and  Practice  of  the 
Principal  Exercises  of  Piety,     i  vol.,  43. 

HEATLEY.  The  Horse-Owner's  Safeguard.  A  Handy  Medical 
Guide  for  every  Man  who  owns  a  Horse.  By  G.  S.  Heatley,  M.R.C,  V.S. 
Crown  Svo,  5s. 

The  Stock-Owner's  Guide.     A  Handy  Medical  Treatise  for 

every  Man  who  owns  an  Ox  or  a  Cow.     Crown  Svo,  4s.  6d. 

HE  MANS.  The  Poetical  Works  of  Mrs  Hemans.  Copyright  Edi- 
tions. 

One  Volume,  royal  Svo,  5s. 

The  Same,  with  Illustrations  engraved  on  Steel,  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  edges, 

7s.  6d. 
Six  Volumes  in  Three,  fcap.,  12s.  6d. 
Select  Poems  of  Mrs  Hemans.     Fcap.,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  3s. 

HOLE.  A  Book  about  Roses :  How  to  Grow  and  Show  Them.  .By 
the  Rev.  Canon  Hole.  With  coloured  Frontispiece  by  the  Hon.  Mrs  Francklin. 
Seventh  Edition,  revised.     Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

HOME  PRAYERS.  By  Ministers  of  the  Church  of  Scotland  and 
Members  of  the  Church  Service  Society.     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  3s. 

HOMER.  The  Odyssey.  Translated  into  English  Verse  in  the 
Spenserian  Stanza.  By  Philip  Stanhope  Worsley.  Third  Edition,  2  vols. 
fcap.,  12s. 

The  Iliad.     Tran.slated  by  P.  S.  Worsley  and  Professor 

CONINGTON.       2  Vols.  CTOWU  8V0,  2lS. 

HO  SACK.     Mary  Queen  of  Scots  and  Her  Accusers.     Containing  a 

Variety  of  Documents  never  before  published.  By  John  Hosack,  Barrister- 
at-Law.  A  New  and  Enlarged  Edition,  with  a  Photograph  from  the  Bust  on 
the  Tomb  in  Westminster  Abbey.     2  vols.  Svo,  £1,  is. 

HUNTER.     Santo,  Lucia,  &  Co.  in  Austria.     By  Ella  Hunter, 

Author  of  '  A  Lady's  Drive  from  Florence  to  Cherbourg.'  With  Frontispiece 
and  Map.     Crown  Svo,  5s. 

HUNTER.  A  Lady's  Drive  from  Florence  to  Cherbourg.  With  a 
Frontispiece  and  Map.    Crown  Svo,  5s. 
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INDEX  GEOGRAPHICUS  :  Being  a  List,  alphabetically  arranged, 

of  the  Principal  Places  on  the  Globe,  with  the  Countries  and  Subdivisions  of 
the  Countries  in  which  they  are  situated,  and  their  Latitudes  and  Longitudes. 
Appliciible  to  all  Modern  Atlases  and  Maps.     Imperial  8vo,  pp.  676,  21s. 

JAMIESON.     The  Laird's  Secret.     By  J.  H.  Jamieson.     2  vols. 

crown  8vo,  17s. 

JEAN  JAMBON.     Our  Trip  to  Blunderland  ;  or,  Grand  Excursion 

to  Bhindertown  and  Back.  By  Jean  Jambon.  With  Sixty  Illustrations 
designed  by  Charles  Doyle,  engraved  by  Dalziel.  Fourth  Thousand. 
Handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  edges,  6s.  6d.  Cheap  Edition,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
In  boards,  2s.  6d. 

JOHNSON.     The  Scots  Musical  Museum.     Consisting  of  upwards 

of  Six  Hundred  Songs,  with  proper  Basses  for  the  Pianoforte.  Originally  pub- 
lished by  James  Johnson  ;  and  now  accomjianied  with  Copious  Notes  and 
Illustrations  of  the  Lyric  Poetry  and  Music  of  Scotland,  by  the  late  William 
Stenhouse;  with  additional  Notes  and  Illustrations,  by  David  Laing  and 
C.  K.  Sharpe.     4  vols.  8vo,  Roxburghe  binding,  £2.,  12s.  6d. 

JOHNSTON.     The    Chemistry   of  Common   Life.     By    Professor 

J.  F.  W.  Johnston.  New  Edition,  Revised,  and  brought  down  to  date.  By 
Arthur  Herbert  Church,  M.A.  Oxon.  ;  Author  of  'Food:  its  Sources, 
Constituents,  and  Uses ; '  '  The  Laboratory  Guide  for  Agricultural  Students  ; ' 
'Plain  Words  about  Water,' &c.  Illustrated  with  Maps  and  102  Engravings 
on  Wood.     Complete  in  one  volume,  crown  Bvo,  pp.  618,  7s.  6d. 

Elements  of  Agricultural  Chemistry  and  Geology.  Thir- 
teenth Edition,  Revised,  and  brought  down  to  date.  By  Charles  A. 
Cameron,  M.D.,  F.R.C.S.I.,  &c.     Fcap.  8vo,  6s.   6d. 

Catechism  of  Agricultural    Chemistry  and   Geology.     An. 

entirely  New  Edition,  revised  and  enlarged,  by  Charles  A.  Cameron,  M.D., 
,  F.R.C.S.I. ,  &c.     Eighty-first  Thousand,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  is. 

JOHNSTON.  Patrick  Hamilton  :  a  Tragedy  of  the  Reformation 
in  Scotland,  1528.  By  T.  P.  Johnston.  Crown  8vo,  with  Two  Etchings  by 
the  Author,  5s. 

KEITH   ELPHINSTONE.      Memoir  of  the   Honourable  George 

Keith  Elphinstone,'  K.B.,  Viscount  Keith  of  Stonehaven  Marischal,  Admiral 
of  the  Red.— See  Alexander  Allardyce,  at  page  3. 

KING.  The  Metamorphoses  of  0^dd.  Translated  in  English  BL^nk 
Verse.  By  Henry  King,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Wadham  College,  Oxford,  and  of 
the  Inner  Temple,  Barrister-at-Law.     Crown  8vo,  los.  6d. 

KINGLAKE.     History  of  the  Invasion  of  the  Crimea.     By  A.  W. 

KiNGLAKE.  Cabinet  Edition.  Seven  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  at  6s.  each.  The 
Volumes  respectively  contain  : — 

I.  The  Origin  of  the  War  between  the  Czar  and  the  Sultan. 
II.  Russia  Met  and  Invaded.     With  4  Maps  and  Plans. 
Ill    The  Battle  of  the  Alma.     With  14  Maps  and  Plans. 
IV.  Sebastopol  at  Bay.     With  10  Maps  and  Plans. 
V.   The  Battle  of  Balaclava.     With  10  Maps  and  Plans. 
VI.  The  Battle  of  Inkerman.     With  11  Maps  and  Plans. 
VII.  Winter  Troubles.     With  Map. 

Hi-story  of  the  Invasion  of  the  Crimea.     Vol.  VI.  Winter 

Troubles.     Demy  8vo,  with  a  Map,  i6s. 

Hi.story  of  the  Invasion  of  the  Crimea.     Vol.  VI T.     Demy 

8vo.  Un  prRparatlon. 

Eothen.    A  New  Edition,  uniform  with  the  Cabinet  Edition 


of  the  '  History  of  the  Crimean  War,'  price  6s. 
KNOLLYS.     The  Elements  of  Field-Artillery.     Designed  for  the 

Use  of  Infantry  and  Cavalrj'  Officers.  By  Henry  Knollys,  Captain  Royal 
Artillery;  Author  of  'From  Sedan  to  SaarljrUck,' Editor  of  '  Incidents  in  the 
Sepoy  War,'  kc.    With  Engravings.     Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 
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LAVERGNE.  The  Rural  Economy  of  England,  Scotland,  and  Ire- 
land. By  Leonce  de  Lavergne.  Translated  from  the  French.  With  Notes 
by  a  Scottish  Farmer.     8vo,  12s. 

LEE.     Lectures  on  the  History  of  the  Church  of  Scotland,  from  the 

Reformation  to  the  Revolution  Settlement.  By  the  late  Very  Rev.  John  Lee, 
D.D.,  LL.D.,  Prineipiil  of  the  University  of  Edinburfrh.  "With  Notes  and  Ap- 
pendices from  the  Author's  Papers.  Edited  by  the  Rev,  William  Lee,  D.D, 
2  vols.  8vo,  21S. 

LEE-HAMILTON.     Poems  and  Transcripts.     By  Eugene   Lee- 

Hamilton.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

LEES.      A  Handbook  of  Sheriff  Court  Styles.      By  J.  M.  Lees, 

MA,  LL.B.,  Advocate,  Sheriff  -  Substitute  of  Lanarkshire.     8vo,  I63. 

LETTERS  FROM  THE  HIGHLANDS.      Reprinted  from  'The 

Times.'    Fcap.  8vo,  4s.  6d. 

LEWES.      The   Physiology   of  Common   Life.      By   George   H. 

Lewes,  Author  of  '  Sea-side  Studies,'  &c.  Illustrated  with  numerous  Engrav- 
ings.    2  vols.,  12S. 

LINDAU.     The  Philosopher's  Pendulum  and  other  Stories.     By 

Rudolph  Lindau.     Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

LOCKHART.  Doubles  and  Quits.  By  Laurence  W.  M.  Lock- 
hart.    With  Twelve  Illustrations.    Third  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Fair  to  See  :  a  Novel.     Eighth  Edition,  crown  8vo,  6s. 

Mine  is  Thine  :  a  Novel.     Seventh  Edition,  crown  8vo,  6s. 


LORIMER.     The  Institutes  of  Law  :  A  Treatise  of  the  Principles 

of  Jurisprudence  as  determined  by  Nature.  By  James  Lorimer,  Regius 
Professor  of  Public  Law  and  of  the  Law  of  Nature  and  Nations  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Edinburgh.  New  Edition,  revised  throughout,  and  much  enlarged. 
8vo,  i8s. 

The  Institutes  of  the  Law  of  Nations.     A  Treatise  of  the 

Jural  Relation  of  Separate  Political  Communities.  In  2  vols.  Svo.  Volume  I., 
price  i6s.    Volume  II.,  price  20s. 

MACDOWALL.     The  Jews  of  Barnow.     See  Franzos,  at  page  10. 
M'COMBIE.     Cattle  and  Cattle-Breeders.    By  William  M'Combie, 

Tillyfour.     A  New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  2s.  6d. ,  cloth. 

MACRAE.      A   Handbook   of    Deer -Stalking.      By  Alexander 

Macrae,  late  Forester  to  Lord  Henry  Bentinck.  With  Introduction  by 
Horatio  Ross,  Esq.     Fcap.  8vo,  with  two  Photographs  from  Life.     3s.  6d. 

M'CRIE.     Works  of  the  Rev.  Thomas  M'Crie,  D.D.     Uniform  Edi- 
tion.    Four  vols,  crown  Svo,  24s. 

Life  of  John  Knox.     Containing  Illustrations  of  the  His- 
tory of  the  Refonnation  in  Scotland.     Crown  Svo,  6s.    Another  Edition,  3s.  6d. 

Life  of  Andrew  Melville.     Containing  Illustrations  of  the 

Ecclesiastical  and  Literary  History  of  Scotland  in  the  Sixteenth  and  Seven- 
teenth Centuries.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

History  of  the  Progress  and  Suppression  of  the  Reforma- 
tion in  Italy  in  the  Sixteenth  Centuiy.     Crown  Svo,  4s. 

History  of  the  Progress  and  Suppression  of  the  Reforma- 
tion in  Spain  in  the  Sixteenth  Century.     Crown  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

Sermons,  and  Review  of  the  *  Tales  of  My  Landlord.'   Crown 

8vo,  6s. 

—     Lectures  on  the  Book  of  Esther.     Fcap.  Svo,  5s. 

MCINTOSH.    The  Book  of  the  Garden.     By  Charles  M'Intosh, 

formerly  Curator  of  the  Roj^al  Gardens  of  his  Mnjesty  the  King  of  the  Belgians, 
and  lately  of  those  of  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Buccleuch,  K.G.,  at  Dalkeith  Pal- 
ace.   Two  large  vols,  royal  Svo,  embellished  with  1350  Engravings.     £^,  7s.  6d. 

Vol.  I.  On  the  Formation  of  Gardens  and  Construction  of  Garden  Edifices.  776 
pages,  and  1073  Engravings,  £2,  los. 

Vol.  II.  Practical  Gardening.     868  pages,  and  279  Engravings,  £1,  17s.  6d. 
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MACIvAY.  A  Manual  of  Modern  Geography  ;  Matliematical,  Phys- 
ical, and  Political.  By  the  Rev.  Alexander  Mackay,  LL.D.,  F.R.G.S.  New 
aud  Greatly  Improved  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  pp.  688.     7s.  6d. 

Elements  of  Modern  Geography.  49th  Thousand,  re- 
vised to  tlie  present  time.    Crown  Svo,  pp.  300,  3s. 

The  Intermediate  Geography.  Intended  as  an  Interme- 
diate Book  between  the  Author's  '  Outlines  of  Geography,'  and  '  Elements  of 
Geography.'    Ninth  Edition,  revised.     Crown  Svo,  pp.  224,  2s. 

Outlines  of  Modern  Geography.  154th  Thousand,  re- 
vised to  the  present  time.    iSmo,  pp.  118,  is. 

First  Steps  in  Geography.      82d   Thousand.      i8mo,  pp. 

56.     Sewed,  4d. ;  cloth,  6d. 

Elements    of    Physiography    and    Physical    Geography. 

"With  Express  Reference  to  the  Instructions  recently  issued  by  the  Science  and 
Art  Dep:utment.     25th  Thousand,  revised.     Crown  Svo,  is,  6d. 

Facts  and  Dates  ;  or,  the  Leading  Events  in  Sacred  and 

Profane  History,  and  the  Principal  Facts  in  the  various  Physical  Sciences. 
The  Memory  being  aided  throughout  by  a  Siir.ple  and  Natural  Method.  For 
Schools  and  Private  Reference."  New  Edition,  thoroughly  Revised.  Crown 
Svo,  3s.  6d. 

MACKENZIE.    Studies  in  Eoman  Law.    With  Comparative  Views 

of  the  Laws  of  France,  England,  and  Scotland.  By  Lord  Mackenzie,  one  of 
the  Judges  of  the  Court  of  Session  in  Scotland.  *  Fifth  Edition,  Edited  by 
John  Kirkpatrick,  Esq.,  M.A.  Cantab.;  Dr  Jur.  Heidelb. ;  LL.B.,  Edin. ; 
Advocate.    Svo,  12s. 

MAIN.     Three  Hundred  English  Sonnets.     Chosen  and  Edited  by 

David  M.  Main.     Fcap.  Svo,  6s. 

MANNERS.     Notes  of  an  Irish  Tour  in  1846.     By  Lord  John 

Manners,  M.P.,  G.C.B.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Impressions  of  Bad-Homburg.  Comprising  a  Short  Ac- 
count of  the  Women's  Associations  of  Germany  under  the  Red  Cross,  By 
Lady  John  Manners.    Crown  Svo,  is.  6d. 

MAEMORNE.     The   Story  is  told   by  Adolphus   Segrave,  the 

youngest  of  three  Brothers.    Third  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
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trated  by  Extracts  from  his  Diary  and  Correspondence.     By  Lieutenant- 
General  Shadwell,  C.B.     2  vols.  Svo.     With  Portrait,   Maps,  and  Plans. 
36s. 
SIM.     Margaret  Sim's  Cookery.     With  an  Introduction  by  L.  B. 

Walford,  Author  of  'Mr  Smith  :  A  Part  of  His  Life,'  &c.     Crown  Svo,  5s. 

SIME.     King  Capital.     By  William  Sime.     2  vols,  post  Svo,  17s. 
SIMPSON.      Dogs  of  other  Days  :   Nelson  and  Puck.      By  Eve 

Blantyre  Simpson.    Fcap.  Svo,  with  Illustrations,  2s.  6d. 
SMITH.     The  Pastor  as  Preacher;   or,  Preaching  in  connection 

with  Work  in  the  Parish  and  the  Study ;  being  Lectures  delivered  at  the 
Universities  of  Edinburgh,  Aberdeen,  and  Glasgow.  By  Henry  Wallis 
Smith,  D.D.,  Minister  of  Kirknewton  and  East  Calder ;  one  of  the  Lecturers 
on  Pastoral  Theology  appointed  by  the  General  Assembly  of  the  Church  of 
Scotland.    Crown  Svo,  5s. 
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SMITH.     Italian  Irrigation  :  A  Report  on  the  Agricultural  Canals 

of  Piedmont  and  Lonibardy,  addressed  to  the  Hon.  the  Directoi's  of  the  East 
India  Company  ;  with  an  A]ipendix,  containing  a  Sketch  of  the  Irrigation  Sys- 
tem of  Northern  and  Central  India.  By  Lieut. -Col.  R.  Baikd  S-mi'TH,  F.G.8., 
Captdin,  Bengal  Engineers.  Second  Edition.  2  vols.  8vo,  with  Atlas  in  folio, 
30s. 

SMITH.     Thorndale  ;  or.  The  Conflict  of  Opinions.     By  William 

Smith,  Author  of  'ADiscoiu-se  on  Ethics,'  &c.  A  New  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.  los.  6d. 

Gravenhtirst  ;    or,  Thoughts  on  Good  and  Evil.     Second 

Edition,  with  Memoir  of  the  Authoi-.     Crown  8vo,  8s. 

A  Discourse  on  Ethics  of  the  School  of  Paley.     8vo,  4s. 

■ Dramas.      i.   Sir  William  Crichton.      2.  Athelwold.      3. 

Guidone.     24nK),  boards,  3s. 

SMITH.      Greek   Testament   Lessons   for   Colleges,   Schools,   and 

Private  Students,  consisting  chiefly  of  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount  and  the 
Parables  of  our  Lord.  With  Notes  and  Essays.  By  the  Rev.  J.  Hunter 
Smith,  M.A.,  First  Assistant  Master  at  King  Edward's  School,  Birmingham. 
Crown  8vo.  [In  the  press, 

SOUTHEY.    The  Birthday,  and  other  Poems.     Second  Edition,  5s. 

Chapters  on  Churchyards.     Fcap.,  2s.  6d. 

SPEEDY.     Sport  in  the  Highlands  and  Lowlands  of  Scotland  with 

Rod  and  Gun.    By  T.  Speedy.    One  vol.  8  vo,  with  Illustrations.    [In  the  press. 

SPEKE.     What  led  to  the  Discovery  of  the  Nile  Source.     By  John 

H.\NNiNG  Speke,  Captain  H.M.  Indian  Army.     8vo,  with  Maps,  <fec.,  14s. 

SPROTT.     The  Worship  and  Offices  of  the  Church  of  Scotland  ; 

or,  the  Celebration  of  Public  Worship,  the  Administration  of  the  Sacraments, 
and  other  Divine  Offices,  according  to  the  Order  of  the  Church  of  Scotland. 
Bv  George  W.  Sprott,  D.D.,  Minister  of  North  Berwick.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

STARFOKTH.  Villa  Residences  and  Farm  Architecture  :  A  Series 
of  Designs.  By  John  Starforth,  Architect.  102  Engravings.  Second  Edi- 
tion, medium  4to,  £2,  17s.  6d. 

STATISTICAL   ACCOUNT    OF   SCOTLAND.     Complete,  with 

Index,  15  vols.  8vo,  i^i6,  i6s. 
Each  County  sold  separately,  with  Title,  Index,  and  Map,  neatly  bound  in  cloth, 
forming  a  veiy  valuable  Manual  to  the  Landowner,  the  Tenant,  the  Manufac- 
turer, the  Naturalist,  the  Tourist,  &c. 

STEPHENS.     The  Book  of  the  Farm  ;  detailing  the  Labours  of  the 

Farmer,  Farm-Steward,  Ploughman,  Shepherd,  Hed.ger,  Farm-Labourer,  Field- 
Worker,  and  Cattleman.  By  Henry  Stephens,  F.R.S.E.  Illu.stratcd  with 
Portraits  of  Animals  painted  from  the  life ;  and  with  557  Engravings  on  Wood, 
representing  the  principal  Field  Operations,  Implements,  and  Animals  treated 
of  in  the  Work.  A  New  and  Revised  Edition,  the  third,  in  great  part  Re- 
written.  2  vols,  large  8vo,  £2,  ids. 
.  The  Book  of  Farm-Buildings  ;    their  Arrangement    and 

Construction.  By  Henry  Stephens,  F.R.S.E.,  Author  of  'The  Book  of  the 
Farm;'  and  Robert  Scott  Burn.  Illustrated  with  1045  Plates  and  En- 
gravings.    Large  8vo,  uniform  with  '  The  Book  of  the  Farm,'  &c.    £1,  iis.  6d. 

The   Book  of  Farm    Implements  and  IMachines.     By  J. 

Slight  and  R.  Scott  Burn,  Engineers.  Edited  by  Henry  Stephens.  Large 
Svo,  uniform  with  'The  Book  of  the  Farm,'  £2,  2s. 

Catechism  of  Practical  Agriculture.    With  Engravings,    is. 


STEWART.    Advice  to  Purchasers  of  Horses.     By  John  Stewart, 

V.S.,  Author  of  '  Stable  Economy.'     2s.  6d. 

Stable    Economy.      A   Treatise   on    the    Management   of 

Horses  in  relation  to  Stabling,  Grooming,  Feeding,  Watering,  and  Working. 
Seventh  Edition,  fcap.  Svo,  6s.  6d. 

STIRLING.     Missing  Proofs  :  a  Pembrokeshire  Tale.     By  M.  C. 

Stirling,  Author  of  '  The  Grahams  of  Invermoy.'    2  vols,  crown  Svo,  17s. 

The  Minister's  Son  ;    or,   Home  with  Honours.      3  vols. 

post  Svo,  25s.  6d. 
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STOE]\[ONTB[.     Etymological  and  Pronouncing  Dictionary  of  the 

English  Laiiguage!]^  Inchiding  a  very  Copious  Selection  of  Scientific  Terms. 
For  Use  in  Schools  and  Colleges,  and  as  a  Book  of  General  Reference.  By  the 
Rev.  James  Stormonth.  The  Pronunciation  carefully  Re\ised  by  the 'Rev. 
P.  H.  Phelp,  M.A.  Cantab.  Eighth  Edition,  Revised  throughout,  contain- 
ing many  words  not  to  be  found  in  any  other  Dictionary.  Crown  8vo,  pp. 
800.     7s.  6d. 

Dictionary     of    the     English     Language,     Pronouncing, 

Etymologi(!al,  and  Explanatory.  Revised  by  the  Rev.  P.  H.  Phelp.  Library 
Edition.     Parts  I.  to  IX.,  price  Two  Shillings  each,  are  now  published. 


^ The   School   Etymological    Dictionary    and    Word-Book. 

Combining  the  advantages  of  an  ordinary  pronouncing  School  Dictionary 
and  an  Etymological  Spelling-book.     Fcap.  'svo,  pp.  254.     2s. 

STORY.     Graffiti  D'ltalia.     By  W.  AV.  Story,  Author  of  'Eoba  di 

Roma.'    Second  Edition,  fcap.  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

Nero  ;  A  Plistorical  Play.     Fcap.  8vjo,  6s. 

Vallombrosa.     Post  Svo,  5s. 

He  and  She  ;  or,  A  Poet's  Portfolio.  Fcap.  Svo,  in  parch- 
ment, 3s.  6d. 

STRICKLAND.     Lives  of  the  Queens  of  Scotland,  and  English 

Princesses  connected  with  the  Regal  Succession  of  Great  Britain.  By  Agnes 
Strickland.     With  Portraits  and  Historical  Vignettes.     8  vols,  post  8vo, 

STURGIS."    John  -  a  -  Dreams.      A    Tale.    By   Julian    Sturgis. 

New  Edition,  crown  870,  3s.  6d. 

Little  Comedies,  Old  and  New.     Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

SUTHERLAND.     Handbook   of  Hardy  Herbaceous   and  Alpine 

Flowers,  for  general  Garden  Decoration.  Containing  Descriptions,  in  Plain 
Language,  of  upwards  of  1000  Species  of  Ornamental  Hardy  Perennial  and 
Alpine  Plants,  adapted  to  all  classes  of  Flower-Gardens,  Rockwork,  and 
Waters  ;  along  with  Concise  and  Plain  Instructions  for  their  Propagation  and 
Culture.  By  William  Sutherland,  Gardener  to  the  Earl  of  Minto  ;  formerly 
Manager  of  the  Herbaceous  Department  at  Kew.     Cro^vn  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

TAYLOR.  Destruction  and  Reconstruction :  Personal  Experi- 
ences of  the  Late  War  in  the  United  States.  By  Richard  Taylor,  Lieutenant- 
Geueral  in  the  Confederate  Army.     Svo,  los.  6d. 

TAYLOR.     The  Story  of  My  Life.     By  the  late  Colonel  Meadows 

Taylor,  Author  of  'The  Confessions  of  a  Thuir,'  &c.  &c.  Edited  by  his 
Daughter.     New  and  cheaper  Edition,  being  the  Fourth.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

TEMPLE.     Lancelot  Ward,   M.P.     A   Love-Story.     By   George 

Temple.     One  Vol.  crown  8vo.  [In  the  press. 

THOLUCK.     Hours  of  Christian  Devotion.     Translated  from  the 

Gennan  of  A.  Tholuck,  D.  D. ,  Professor  of  Theology  in  the  University  of  Halle. 
By  the  Rev.  Robert  Menzies,  D.  D.  With  a  Preikce  written  for  this  Transla- 
tion by  the  Author.     Second  Edition,  crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 

THOMSON.     Handy  Book  of  the  Flower-Garden  :  being  Practical 

Directions  for  the  Propagation,  Culture,  and  Arrangement  of  Plants  in  Flower- 
Gardens  all  the  year  round.  Embracing  all  classes  of  Gardens,  from  the  largest 
to  the  smallest.  With  Engraved  and  Coloured  Plans,  illustrative  of  the  various 
systems  of  Grouping  in  Beds  and  Borders.  By  David  Thomson,  Gardener  to 
his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Buccleuch,  KG.,  at  Druinlanrig.  Thii'd  Edition,  crown 
8vo,  7S.  6d. 

The  Handy  Book  of  Fruit-Culture  under  Glass  :  being  a 

series  of  Elaborate  Practical  Treatises  on  the  Cultivation  and  Forcing  of  Pines, 
Vines,  Peaches,  Figs,  Melons,  Strawberries,  and  Cucumbers.  With  Engi'avings 
of  Hothouses,  &c.,  most  suitable  for  the  Cultivation  and  Forcing  of  these 
Fruits.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  with  Engravings,  7s.  6d. 

THOMSON.  A  Practical  Treatise  on  the  Cultivation  of  the  Grape- 
vine.    By  William  Thomson,  Tweed  Vineyards.     Tenth  Edition,  Svo,  5s. 
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TOM    CRINGLE'S    LOG.      A   New  Edition,  with   Illustrations. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  5s.     Cheap  Edition,  2s. 

TRAILL.     Recaptured  Rhymes.     Being  a  Batch  of  Political  and 

other  Fugitives  arrested  and  brought  to  Book.    By  H.  D.  Traill.    Crown 

TRANSACTIONS  OF  THE  HIGHLAND  AND  AGRICUL- 
TURAL SOCIETY  OF  SCOTLAND.    Published  annually,  price  5s. 

TROLLOPE.  An  Autobiography  by  Anthony  Trollope.  Two 
Volumes,  post  Svo,  with  Portrait.    Second  Edition.     Price  21s. 

The  Fixed  Period.     2  vols.  fcap.  Svo,  12s. 

An  Old  Man's  Love.     2  vols,  crown  Svo,  12s. 

TULLOCH.  Rational  Theology  and  Christian  Philosophy  in  Eng- 
land in  the  Seventeenth  Century.  By  John  Tulloch,  D.D.,  Principal  of  St 
Mary's  College  in  the  University  of  St  Andrews ;  and  one  of  her  Majesty's 
Chaplains  in  Ordinary  in  Scotland.    Second  Edition.     2  vols.  Svo,  2SS. 

Modern  Theories  in  Philosophy  and  Religion.     Svo,  15s. 

The  Christian  Doctrine  of  Sin  ;  being  the  Croall  Lecture 

for  1876.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Theism.  The  Witness  of  Reason  and  Nature  to  an  All- 
Wise  and  Beneficent  Creator.    Svo,  los.  6d. 

Luther,  and  other   Leaders  of  the  Reformation.      Third 


Edition,  enlarged.    Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

TYTLER.    The  Wonder-Seeker;  or,  The  History  of  Charles  Douglas. 

By  M.  Eraser  Tytler,  Author  of  '  Tales  of  the  Great  and  Brave,'  &c.  A  New 
Edition.     Fcap.,  3s.  6d, 

VIRGIL.      The  ^neid  of  Virgil.     Translated  in  English  Blank 

Verse  by  G.  K.  Rickards,  M.A.,  and  Lord  Ravensworth.     2  vols.  fcap.  Svo, 

lOS. 

WALFORD.     Mr  Smith  :  A  Part  of  his  Life.    By  L.  B.  Walford. 

Cheap  Edition,  3s.  6d. 

Pauline.     Fifth  Edition.     Cro^vn  Svo,  6s. 

Cousins.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Troublesome  Daughters.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Dick  Netherby.     Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d.. 

WARREN'S  (SAMUEL)  WORKS.    People's  Edition,  4  vols,  crown 

Svo,  cloth,  18s.     Or  separately  :— 

Diary  of  a  Late  Physician.    3s.  6d.   Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

Ten  Thousand  A- Year.     5s. 

Now  and  Then.    The  Lily  and  the  Bee.    Intellectual  and  Moral 

Development  of  the  Present  Age,    4s.  6d. 

Essays  :  Critical,  Imaginative,  and  Juridical.     5s. 
WARREN.      The  Five  Books   of  the   Psalms.      With   Marginal 

Note.s.  By  Rev.  Samuel  L.  Warren,  Rector  of  Esher,  Surrey  ;  late  Fellow, 
Dean,  and  Divinity  Lecturer,  Wadham  College,  Oxford.     Crown  Svo,  58. 

WATSON.     Christ's  Authority  ;  and  other  Sermons.     By  the  late 

Archibald  Watson,  D.D.,  Minister  of  the  Parish  of  Dundee,  and  one  of 
Her  Majesty's  Chaxjlains  for  Scotland.  With  Introduction  by  the  Very 
Rev.  Principal  Caird,  Glasgow.    Crown  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

WELLINGTON.     Wellington  Prize  Essays  on  "  the  System  of  Field 

Manreuvres  best  adai)ted  for  enabling  our  Troops  to  meet  a  Continental  Army." 
Edited  by  Major-General  Sir  Edward  Bruce  Hamlev,  K.C.M.G.    Svo,  12s.  6d. 
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WESTMINSTER  ASSEMBLY.     Minutes  of  the  Westminster  As- 

sembly,  while  engaged  in  preparing  their  Directory  for  Church  Government, 
Confession  of  Faith,  and  Catechisms  (November  1644  to  March  1649).  Printed 
from  Transcripts  of  the  Originals  procured  by  the  General  Assembly  of  the 
Church  of  Scotland.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Alex.  T.  Mitchell,  D.D.,  Professor 
of  Ecclesiastical  History  in  the  University  of  St  Andrews,  and  the  Rev.  John 
Struthebs,  LL.D.,  Minister  of  Prestonpans.  With  a  Historical  and  Critical 
Introduction  by  Professor  Mitchell.     8v-o,  15s. 

WHITE.     The  Eighteen  Christian  Centuries.     By  the  Rev.  James 

White,  Author  of  'The  History  of  France.'  Seventh  Edition,  postSvo,  with 
Index,  6s. 

History  of  France,  from  the  Earliest  Times.  Sixth  Thou- 
sand, post  8vo,  with  Index,  6s. 

WHITE.  Archaeological  Sketches  in  Scotland — Kintyre  and  Knap- 
dale.  By  Captain  T.  P.  White,  R.B.,  of  the  Ordnance  Survey.  With  numer- 
ous Illustrations.      2  vols,  folio,  ^4,  4s.    Vol.  i.,  Kintyre,  sold  separately, 

£2,  2S. 

WILLS  AND  GREENE.     Drawing-room  Dramas  for  Children.     By 

W.  G.  Wills  and  the  Hon.  Mrs  Greene.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

WILSON.     Works  of  Professor  Wilson.    Edited  by  his  Son-in-Law 

Professor  Ferrier.     12  vols,  crown  8vo,  £2,  8s. 

Christopher  in  his  Sporting- Jacket.     2  vols.,  8s. 

Isle  of  Palms,  City  of  the  Plague,  and  other  Poems.     4s. 

Lights  and  Shadows  of  Scottish  Life,  and  other  Tales.    4s. 

Essays,  Critical  and  Imaginative.     4  vols.,  i6s. 

The  Noctes  Ambrosianae.    Complete,  4  vols.,  14s. 

The  Comedy  of  the  Noctes  Ambrosianse.     By  Christopher 

North.  Edited  by  John  Skelton,  Advocate.  With  a  Portrait  of  Professor 
Wilson  and  of  the  Bttrick  Shepherd,  engraved  on  Steel.     Crown  8vo,  7s.  6d. 


Homer  and  his  Translators,  and  the  Greek  Drama.     Crown 

Svo,  4S. 

WINGATE.    Annie  Weir,  and  other  Poems.    By  David  Wing  ate. 

Fcap.  Svo,  5s. 

Lily  Neil.     A  Poem.     Crown  Svo,  4s.  6d. 

WORDSWORTH.      The  Historical  Plays    of  Shakspeare.     With 

Introductions  and  Notes.    By  Charles  Wordsworth,  D.C.L.,  Bishop  of  S. 
Andrews.     3  vols,  post  Svo,  each  price  7s.  6d. 

A  Discourse  on  Scottish  Church  History.  From  the  Refor- 
mation to  the  Present  Time.  With  Prefatory  Remarks  on  the  St  Giles'  Lec- 
tures, and  Appendix  of  Notes  and  References,    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

WORSLEY.      Poems  and  Translations.      By  Philip    Stanhope 

WoRSLKY,  M.A.    Edited  by  Edward  Worsley.     Second  Edition,  enlarged. 
Fcap.  Svo,  6s. 

WYLDE.      A  Dreamer.     By  Katharine  Wylde.     In   3  vols. 

post  Svo,  253.  6d. 

YOUNG.     Songs  of  Beranger  done  into  English  Verse.   By  William 

Young.     New  Edition,  revised.     Fcap.  Svo,  4s.  6d. 

YULE.     Fortification :  for  the  Use  of  Officers  in  the  Army,  and 

Readers  of  Military  History.    By  Col.  Yule,  Bengal  Engineers.    Svo,  with 
numerous  Illustrations,  los.  6d. 


